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If true that notion, which but few cunteſt, 
That, in the way of wit, ſhort things are beſt ; 
Then in good EP1GRAMS two virtues 5 mget 3 
For tis their glory to be ſport, and faber. 
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PREFACE 


HE EP16RAM is 2 ſpecies of poe- 


ſoever: it has receiv'd the approba- 

don of almoſt all ages and nations: to 

I prove this, we muſt have recourſe to 

2 .. the Greek 
which nominates this ki 


writing, differs but little in ſound from the Exgliſb; 
and is — tranſlated an Inſcription; that being, 
very probably, the firſt way in which a ſingle thought, 
poetically expreſs d, has been us d. Perronius ſeems 
to favour this opinion; he uſes the word with two 
applications; but in both the conſtruction mult be, 
as we have aid, an Inſcription. Implevit Eumolpus 
frontes utriuſque ingentibus literis; & notam fugith- 
vorum, EPIGRAMMA, per totam faciem liberali 
manu duxit. In this ſenie, the word Epigramma 
ſignifies the ſtigmata, or characters upon the forehead 
of a ſlave; by which he * be known, if he * — 
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from his maſter : in another place, when the ſame 
author fays, Eumolpus autem dum EPIGRAMMA 
mortuo facit, it muſt be underſtood as an EP1TAPH 
on a dead perſon; in which way it is eaſy to ſuppoſe 
this ſort of poetry was very early us d; the Eprrapn 
continuing to this day, moſt properly, an Inſcription: 
to which uſe, as we have already obſerv'd, the E p 1- 
' GRAM was originally apply'd. 


AT this day we conſider EpIGRAM, as a method 
of conveying a ſingle conceit fully and ſtrongly to the 
reader, in a narrow compaſs; it muſt have wit, or, 
what is very near a- kin to it, humour, at the conclu- 
ſion, in order to leave the deeper impreſſion upon 
the fancy: I ſay this of ſatiric or pleaſant Ei RAMs; 
for there are ſome, that, by the grandeur and noble- 
neſs of the ſentiment, in a ſerious way, muſt paſs for 
finiſh'd pieces in this kind of writing: however, I 
think that wit, or ſomewhat equally pleaſing, is al- 
ways expected in the cloſe of an EP1G RAM, whe- 
ther ſerious or humourous: leſt I ſhould not be 
_ rightly underſtood, I muſt add, that, in a pleaſant 
EP1GRAM, an humourous conceit will make an 
apt cloſe; and, in a ſerious one, a ſtriking ; 
and that, in neither caſe, that wit which conſiſts of 
point and turn, is abſolutely neceſſary. I will give 
examples of both. 


Thy eyes and eye-brows I could ſpare; 
Nor for thy noſe do I much care; 
I could diſpenſe too with thy teeth, 
And with thy lips, and with thy breath, 
And with thy breaſts, and with thy belly, 
And with that which I wont tell e; 
And, to be ſhort —- hark, in thy ear, 
Faith, I could ſpare thee all, my dear. IF 
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Ir I am not miſtaken, there is no wit in theſe 
lines; and yet the pleaſantry at the end will make it 
paſs for a good EPIGRAM. 


When all the blandiſhments of life are gone, 
The coward creeps to death, the brave lives on. 


THE fine thought of this couplet, tho it ſavours 
＋ of wit, 1 25 inſtance in the r I 
have choſen theſe two tranſlations from Martial, to 
ſhew that the antients, as well as the moderns, at 
leaſt in their practice, ſeem'd tothink with me; even 
thoſe who refin'd, or, as the criticks would rather 
ſay, corrupted E IGR AM, by introducing point 
and turn. | 


I have heard much good diſcourſe ſpent in ſhewing 
the difference betweenaSoNG and an EpiGRAM: 
[ proteſt, that between an Exgliſb SoNG, and an 
Exgliſb EP1GRA M, I know of none but the lengrh ; 
which may make ſome, according to our common - 
notions. I think every ſmall copy of verſes, which 
is or may be ſet to muſic, goes by the name of 
SONG; but then the general practice is to make it 
conclude in a point, like an EPIGRAM: indeed it 
ſometimes happens, that more than one thought is 
purſu'd in a So NG; but, if the criticks be right, 
that's as much a fault there, as in an EPp1G6 RAM; 
and the difference they make is, that a SON G con- 
ſiſts of one thought, without a point; and, if it ex- 
tends 1 3 —— Epi 
GRAM has a t to a point; but, if it es its 
number of ——_ mult be call'd — 
drigal, or a Copy of Verles, or any thing you flee 

3 he's 


—— 


vi The PREFACE. 


Theſe are little niceties, which are not at all neceſ- 
fary to a man of good ſenſe: he will preſently ſee 
what is right, without them ; nor indeed are the mi- 
nute rules of either of theſe kinds of poetry important 
enough, to make a ſcrupulous inquiry into them 
worth his while. | 


My lord duke of Buck1NGHAMsHIRE has 
given rules in verſe for ing SONGS; Which, 
added to what has been here ſaid, will enable every 
one to judge as well of an EP1GR 4am, or any other 
fmall PO E M. 


Tho” nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 

Of poetry requires a nicer art : 

For, as in rows of richeſt pearl there lies 

Many a bler-*, that eſcapes our eyes; 

The leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhown 

In ſome ſmall ring, and brings the value down ; 
So fongs ſhould be to juſt perfection wrought, 
Exat propriety of wordt and thought; 
Expreſſion eaſy, and the fancy high, 

Tet that nor ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words tranſpos d; but in ſuch order all, 
At, tho with care, may ſeem by chance to fall. 


Tre ſubject of an-E 21G R AM is matter of con- 
teſt among the learned: yet, without ſhewing their 
ts, we will be bold to fay, that every thing 

may be the ſubject of one; Satire, Pan ic, Love, 
Complaint, or Pleaſant Tale, all fit well in an E p 1- 
GRAM; all ſubjects have been us d; and all authors 
have drawn their ſucceſs from their manner of treat- 
ing them, rather than from their choice of themes. 


TRE 
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I' Epizramme plus libre, en ſon tour plus borne, 
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THe length is another litigated point : the antients 
have Arerch'd it pretty far; and yet BoiLEAvu fays 
peremptorily, | 


N' eſt ſouvent qu un bon mot de deux rimes orne. 

Tx loft Nas of at 6 rey. re ER 
WILLIAM SOAMES; who, talking of EPT 
GRAMS, ſays, 


"Tis one good ſentence in a diftich clas d. 


Tax words, bon mot, mean no ſuch thing as 2 
good ſentence: they are the terms in uſe, for a thing 
wittily or ſmartly ſaid ; or, as we commonly expr 
it in converſation, 4 good thing. So much may ex- 
plain Bo1LE Av's notion, as well of the as 
of the turn of EIGHRAM. 


Bur indeed, if the firſt rule be preſerv'd, of 
aiming at but one thought, the EYIG RAM muſt be 
good, to whatever length it is carry d: this I ſay, 
upon a preſumption that no good writer will uſe 
more words, than are neceſſary to introduce and ex- 
preſs the conceit he drives at: upon this foot- 
ing, Martial defends himſelf againſt a.caviller, who 
had upbraided him with the length of ſome of his 
EPIGRAMS: 


Non ſunt longa, quibus nil demere poſſis.:. 
Sed tu, Coſconi, diſticha longa facit. 


Which is happily enough engliſh'd by Sir CHaRLEs 
SEDLEY, thus: - 


Things 
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Things are not long, where aue can nothing ſpare : 
But, Coſcus, een thy diſtichs tedious are. 


WHEN the length and ſubject of an EIG RAM 
are fix'd, it is proper to inquire, what kind of point 
is fitteſt: we have already obſerv'd, that a gay con- 
ceit, or a good ſentence, will ſometimes ſerve. for 
points: bur what elſe will ? yon, ſo properly, as 
what can be truly calld Wit; no Jingle of wor 
Pun, Quibble, Conundrum, Mix'd Wir, or Falſe 
Wit, ought ever to be us'd, tho” they have all very 
often appear'd in this kind of poetry; which made 
Mr. ApD1s0N, when he deſcribes True Wit 
marching his troops in battle- array againſt Falſe Wit, 
take notice that EIO R AM was plac'd in the rear; 
not ſo much on account of its inferiority to Tragedy, 
Comedy, or the other —_ of poetry, which 
compos'd the army, as thro* the prudence of the 
general, who had a very juſt ſuſpicion, that it was 
inclinable to revolt to the enemy. 


Bes1DEs taking care to avoid all the faults alrea- 
dy mention'd, there is another inconvenience, which- 
modern EVI RAM is very liable to; that is, when 
an author falls in love with brevity, to ſuch a degree, 
as to neglect explaining what he writes upon. It is a 
very idle thing, to have three lines of a Title to an 
EPIGRAM of two verſes, as in the following Ex- 
awple : | | 


The lofty arch this high ambition ſhows ; 
The ſtream, an emblem of his bounty, flows: 
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IN order to underſtand this, we are to be tol 
that the founder was covetous and ambitious ; 
that he built an arch, almoſt as big as the Rialto, over 
2 ſtream no wider than a city gutter. I grant, if all 
this had been reduc'd into two lines of metre, and 
fix'd to the verſes above-cited, they would have 
made an excellent EHIG RAM; but, as they Ready 
are only excuſable by the author's ſaying, that he di 
not intend to have them read about on paper; but to 
be fix'd for ever, as an inſcription, on the bridge. 


To theſe ſhort hints, concerning modern E- 
GRAM, the reader will give me leave to add, in the 
ſame ſuccin& manner, ſome obſervations, which 
the learned have made on the Greek and Latin Ep I- 
GRAMMATISTs. We have extant a collection 
of Greek EPIGRAMS, by ſeveral under the 
name of ANTHOLOGIA: theſe are, for the moſt 
part, a ſet. of fine — but of ſuch a kind, as 
neither create mirth or ſurprize : they are only capa- 
ble of giving pleaſure to very delicate taſtes, by a na- 
tural and elegant expreſſion; now and then a pleaſi 
hyperbole, or an ingenious antitheſis, may be — 
in them; which is the moſt they can ever pretend 
to: we are not to ſeek for point in them; 
ſenſe, and pure language, ſomewhat rais d above or- 
dinary converſation, are all that are wo pony to con- 
ſtitute a Greek EHIGRAM. But the moderns will 
not allow theſe any ſhare of perfection; the French 
wits call any inſipid copy of verſes, Epigramme à la 
Grecque; and nothing is ſo common among them, 
3, when they think their ſoup unſavoury, or ill- 
taſted, to call it, in contempt of the Anthologia, 
Potage à la Grecque. 
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AMONG the Romans, CATULLUsS imitated 
the Greeks, in the manner we have been ſpeaking of; 
and, like them, has got into the favour of ſeveral 

criticks: RAPIN, particularly, praiſes him 

r his delicacy and ſimplicity ; tho' it muſt not be 
deny'd, that this delicacy often forſakes him; that 
his verſes are often clogg d with intolerable groſſneſ- 
ſes; his thoughts are in ſome places ſhocking ; when 
he addreſſes his miſtreſs, his gallantries are ſometimes 
larded with indecencies, very remote from ſimplici- 
ty or politeneſs: all this he has the courage to avow, 
and excuſes himſelf in the following verſes; which, 
for the reaſons mention'd, will make no figure in a 


— Caſtum eſſe decet pium poetam 

Ipſum ; verſiculos nibil neceſſe eſt ; 

Oui tum denique habent ſalem ac leporem, 
Si ſont molliculi, & parum pudici, | 
Et, quod pruriat, incitare poſſint. 


| MARTIAL was of a character very oppoſite to 
CATULLUS; whom he often imitates in his ob- 
ſcenities: he endeavour'd, as far as he could, to 
make his EPy16RAaMs conclude with point and 


turn; he was not always ſo happy as to light upon a: 


juſt thought; and the deſire he had of being witty 
very often threw him into affectation. 


W᷑x have no body of any rank ſince MAR T1AL. 
Aus oN ius makes no figure: but, among the mo- 
derns, our countryman OWEN is the moſt volumi- 
nous; he has a few good EPIGRAMS; but ſo loſt 
in an incredible number of puerile trite 8 

chat 


R 
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that they are not worth the labour of ſearching for: 
and indeed there are but few, who have written 
many Ey1G6RAMs, which will anſwer the _ 
deſcription ; and which, without more words, I will 
lay down as a touch-ſtone for this kind of — 
and declare every EP1GRAM good, which has this 
effect upon a good underſtanding : 


How does the little EP1G RAM delight, 

And charm us with its miniature of wit ! 

While tedious authors give the reader pain, 

Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain ; 

When in leſs volumes we more pleaſure find ; 

And what diverts, ſtill beſt informs the mind, 
ES YALDEN. 


As to the following CoLLECTION, I have 
reaſon to believe it will generally pleaſe, it being the 
firſt miſcellany of Epx1G6RAMs has appear'd in 
Engliſh ; tho? one would think, the ſeveral Cor- 
LECTIONS in Greek, Latin, and French, might, 
by their example, have directed us to ſuch a met 
long ago. ey are, for the moſt part, carefully 
collected; and conſiſt of fo great a number, as no 
one imagin'd could be found in our language fit to be 
republiſh'd : it was, perhaps, that thought, which 
gave admiſſion to ſome few, which a ſevere critic 
might reject; tho? the COLLE c rTOR avows, that, 
in regard few things are more unfettled, than the cri- 
ticiſm of an EPp1GRAM, every body will rather 
judge of it by the manner in which it ſtrikes him, 
— by the rules — 2 —— and as 

ere is great variety of taſtes underſtandings, 
whoſe teſt this book is to paſs; he has choſen to fling 
in ſome things which may pleaſe every palate; ay 
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he hopes that much the greater part is adapted to give 
pleaſure to the moſt judicious. * pl HY 


T HEY are choſen from the beſt performances of 
our beſt poets; printed accurately ; and where-ever, 
by many impreſſions, the reading has been corrupted, 
no pains have been ſpar d to reſtore it. There are 
ſhort notes at the bottom of ſeveral pages, which we 
are {ure will be uſeful, and, we hope, entertaining, 
In fine, there is a great number of verſes, that have 
the charms of —_ recommend them; and 
ſeveral others, which have not got into the miſcella- 
nies, at leaſt not into ſuch as are much known; and 
which would be loſt to the world, if they were not 
thus preſerv d. For all theſe reaſons, the bookſeller 
hopes This V 0 LUME will meet a favourable recep- 
tion; returns his thanks to ſuch as have contributed 
to it; and begs the continuance of their contribu- 
tions, in order to completeaSECOND; which, by 
what have been ſent, that could not come into this, 
is pretty well help'd forward. 


— 


3 Juſt Publiſhed, | 
The Fourth Edition, with conſiderable Addi- 
tions and Improvements, 
(To which is prefix d, A Criticiſm on Song- 
Writing, by AMB. PniLIrs, Eſq;) of 
PHE Hives. A Collection of the moſt celebrated 
SoxGs, Beautifully and accurately printed in Four 
Volumes, Either Volume may be had fingly ; Price 


of each (neatly bound) 2 . 6 d. 
From Words fo feeet new Grace the Notes receive; 


And Muſic berrews Helps, ſhe us d to give. 
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COLLECTION 


OF 


EPIGRAMS. 


I. 
PROMETHEUS ill painted. 


ow wretched does Prometheus” ſtate appear, 
=] By Whilſt be his ſecond mis'ry ſuffers here! 
ey Bg Draw him no more, leſt, as he tortur'd 
du,, * 
He blame great Jove's leſs than the painter's hands 

It would the vultures cruelty out- go, 

If once again his liver thus ſhould grow. 

Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow; 


The flames he once ſtole from thee, grant him now. : 


61 
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On a Lady who pretended to tell Fortunes, 


Q? ME oracles of old, to cauſe more wonder, 


Were then pronounc'd accompany'd with thunder: 


But thy predictions come not in a ſtorm, 

They are deliver'd by the brighteſt form: 

If, when you ſpeak, Jove does not pierce the ſky, 
Yet till you've all his Lightning in your eye. 


— 


III. 


dee Phyllis has young graces; 

"Tis a ſtrange thing, but a true one: 
Shall I tell you how ? 

She herſelf makes her own faces ; 


And each morning wears a new one: 


Where's the wonder now ? 


— — 


IV. 


T nov ſwear'ſt tiou'lt drink no more: kind heaven, 


ſend 
Me ſuch a cook, or coachman; but no friend. 


Ch 
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The RAPTURE. 


wg Y'D Strephon, panting in Coſmelia's arms, 
I die, bright nymph, I die amidſt your charms ! 
Chear up, dear youth, reply'd the maid, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous pain, 
All men muſt Die (bright boy, you know) 
Ere they can Riſe again. 


—_ — — — 5 — — — 
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VEyus miſtaken. 
15 A. : HOteot- 
WIV Che's picture was to Venus ſhown ; 
Surpriz'd, the goddeſs took it for her own : 

And what, faid ſhe, does this bold painter mean ? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen ? 
Plead Cupid heard, and check'd his mother's pride: 
And who's blind now, mamma ? the urchin cry'd. 
Tis Che's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breaſt : 
Friend Howard's genius fancy'd all the reſt. 
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VII. 


Spoken by Viz M us on ſeeing her Statue done 


by Praxyteles. 


1 Parts, and Apon1s too, 

Have ſeen me naked, and expos'd to view 
All theſe I freely own, without denying : 

But where has this Praxyteles been prying ? * 


2 


VIII. 


ww HEN Phyllis confeſs'd her, the father was raſh, 


And ſo, without further reflection, 
Her delicate ſkin he condemn'd to the laſh, 
While himſelf would beſtow the correction. 


Her husband, who heard this, oppos'd it, by urging, 


That he, in regard to her weakneſs, 


And to fave her ſoft back, would himſelf bear tht 


ſcourging, 
With humble ſubmiſſion and meekneſs. 
She piouſly cry'd, when the prieſt gave accord, 
To ſnew what devotion was in her, 


He's able and luſty, pray cheat not the Lord, 
For, alas ! I'm a very great ſinner. 


IX. 


8 


We 


** 
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IX. 


ane 1s for the court-ſervice is quickly prepar'd, 
M And thinks it no burthen upon her ; 
Unmindful that there no task is ſo hard, 
As that of a Maid of Honour. 


—_— — 
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X. 


* 2 R Y nicely thou lay'ſt on thy colours, dear Nan, 
And no painter in skill can o'ertop ye; | 
When to E/lys you fat, he dully brufh'd on, 
„» [Will he thought he had an Original drawn, 
Which you prov'd to be only a Copy. 


£ 
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XI. 


92 times a day the juſt men ſin; 
So ſpeaks the ſage, our hearts to ſoften; 
Well, the juſt Women, they fall in? 
Ay, but no ſage can tell how often, 


Ng, 


Ix B 3 XII. 


* . 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


ae. ts. at 


. > GLO AY7 ANION LOWE Tt . | 
GS ON 2 Y 7 (A: | LM os [ 987 3174 "AI 
＋ - N 1 1 \ » 4 2 - 4 &S I | * ) { { * 


WT 


XII. 
On the Lady SANDWICH's being ſtaid i 
Town by immoderate Rain. 


T u E charming Sandwich would from cities fly, 
While at her feet adoring princes lie ; 
And all her nobler conqueſts would forego, 
Leſs glorious ſlaves and peaſants to ſubdue : 
Thus conqu'ring monarchs, who have kingdoms won, 
And all their neighb'ring ſtates with arms o'er-run, 
For want of work, their armies to employ, 
Remote and ſavage provinces deſtroy : | 
But hea'vn in pity weeps, while we complain; 
Or elſe, our tears, exhal'd, drop down in rain: ; 
The darken'd ſun does ſcarce thro' clouds appear, 
And tempeſts rage, to keep our wiſhes here : - | 
The floods free paſlage to her ſcorn deny, 
And nature diſobeys her cruelty. 
But could the waves riſe equal to our flame, - 
We'd drown the world, to ſtop the flying dame. 
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XIII. 


4 Colleftion of - Epigrams. 


in An EpTrAPR. 


U NDERNEATH this ſtone doth lie 
As much Beauty as could die; 
Which in life did harbour give 
To more Virtue than doth live. 


XIV. 


W KEN Lupus has wrought hard all day, 

And the declining ſun, 

By ſtooping to embrace the ſea, 
Tells him the day's nigh done; 

Then to his young wife home he hies, 
With his fore labour ſped ; 

Who bids him welcome home, and cries, 
Pray, huſband, come to bed. 

Thanks, wife, quoth he ; but I were bleſt, 

Would'ſt thou once call me to my Reſt. 


B 4 XV. 
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XV. 


To Sir Gor FREY KNELLER, drawing : 
the Lady HID EU Picture. 


T ur Cyprian queen, drawn by Apeller' hand, 
Of perfect beauty did the pattern fland ; 

But then bright nymphs, from every part of Gm. 
Did all contribute to adorn the piece; ; 

From each a ſeveral charm the painter took, 

(For no one mortal ſo divine could look : ) 

But, happier Kre/ler, fate preſents to you, 

In one, that finiſh'd beauty which he drew. 

But oh! take heed, for vaſt is the deſign, 

And Madneſs * twere for any hand but thine : 

For mocking thunder bold Sa/meneus dies f 
And *tis as raſh to imitate her Eyes. g 
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B v T ancient poets thou admireſt none, . 
And only praiſe them are dead and gone 

I beg your pardon, good Yacerra, I 

Can't on ſuch terms find in my heart to die. 


eee 


XVII. 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


7 a, gil. 
Tx eyes and eye-brows I could ſpare ; 
Nor for thy noſe do I much care ; 
I could diſpenſe, too, with thy teeth; 
And with thy lips, and with thy breath, 
And with thy breaſt, and with thy belly, 2 
And with that which J Wencke 3-4 


Faith I could ſpare thee All, my dear. 


* — — _ 
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XVIII. 


uou ſtrut'ſt as if thou wert the only Lord: 
When we all know of ſuch there is an houſe, 
Where I might fit, cou'd-I the price afford, 
And Child has now three 23 out a uſe. 


High expectation does attend 880d ſeed; z 

Yet none will buy a known jade for his breed: 
Boaſt not too much, thy boaſted pedigree ; 
Were they alive, they'd be aſham'd of thee. 
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XIX. 
| To a Lapy playing on the Lute, 


|: * o burning Rome when frantick Nero play'd, 

[ | Viewing that face, no more he had ſurvey'd 
The raging flames; but, ſtruck with ſtrange ſurprize, 
Confeſt them leſs than thoſe of Anna's eyes: 

But, had he heard thy lute, he ſoon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphyon's hand, had wak'd the ſtone, 
And from deſtruction call'd-the riſing town. 
Malice to muſick had been forc'd to yield; 
Nor could he burn ſo faſt, as thou could'ſt build. 


— 


— 
— — 
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XX. 


avs Richard to Joe, Thour't a very fad dog, 
And thou can'ſt write verſes no more than a log. 
Says Fo/eph to Dick, Pr'ythee, ring-rhime, get hence, 
Sure my verſe at leaſt is as good as thy ſenſe. 
Was e er ſuch a conteſt recorded in ſong ? 
The. one's in the right ; and the other's not wrong. 


XXI. 
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WV. 


XXI. 


-- - -, tho! he muſt abſtain from meat, 
1 Vet won't abſtain from ſpite ; 
The rogue has nothing left to eat, 
Yet can't forbear to bite. | 


XXII. 


1 expence in perfumes is a moſt vain ſin, 
Except thou could'ſt, fir Ralpb, wear them within. 


*.. 


T 
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XXIII. 
On the Death of Mrs. B22 84 * 


ow bleſt a life ! how ſhort its date ! 
"Twas Semele's and Danat's fate. K 
In golden ſhowers the lover came, 
Like thundring Fove he claſp'd the dame; 8 
The victim of too fierce a flame. | 


4 


. XXIV. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 
XXIV. 
On the ſame Occaſion. | 


Written extempore 2 the Lady M. W. Monſeguu 


H 411, happy bride! Toe thou art truly bleſt, 

Three months of rapture crown'd with endleſs reſt 
Merit like yours was heav'n's peculiar care, ; 
 Youlov'd ---- yet taſted happineſs ſincere, 

To you the ſweets of love were only ſhown, 

The ſure {ucceeding bitter dregs-unknown; +», +» 
S You had not yet the fatal change deplor'd, Ss. 
ye tender lover for th' imperious lord 3 * 
Nor felt the pains that jealous fondneſs brings, 

= Nor wept the coldneſs from poſſeſſion ſprings : 

Above your ſex diſtinguiſh'd in your fate; 

You truſted - - - - - yet experienc'd no deceit. 

Soft were your hours, and wing'd with pleaſure flew, 
No vain repentance gave a ſigh to you; | 
And if ſuperior bliſs heav*n can beftow, 

With fellow-angels'you enjoy it now. 


XXV. 


1 
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XXV. 
Occaſioned by the foregoing, 


w T Ho” all the world knows 
The fate of poor B 9H 
Yet writers about it do vary; 
Some folks make a face, 
And pity her caſe ; 
'Tis the Envy of good lady Mary. 


She ſays, ſhe don't know 
How heav'n can beſtow 

Any joy like the death of that bride ; 
Whence ſome people ſay, | 
Could ſhe chuſe her own way, 

Ere now ſhe had certainly dy'd. 


But here's the miſtake, 

If her mind ſhe would ſpeak, 
The meaning appears very plain; 
She would ever be trying, 

But to Bs leave the dying; 
Her choice is to Live in the pain. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 
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XXVI. 


V are the charms of white and red, 

| Which divide the blooming fair ; 

| Give me the nymph whoſe ſnow is ſpread, 
Not o'er her face, but hair. 


Of ſmoother cheeks the winning grace, 
As open forces, I defy ; 

But in the wrinkles of her face, 
Cupid does in ambuſh lie. 


If naked eyes ſet hearts on blaze, 
And am'rous warmth inſpire ; 

Thro' glaſs, who darts her pointed rays, 
Lights up a fiercer fire. 


Nor rivals, nor the train of years, 
Diſturb my peace, or bliſs deſtroys ; 
Alive, ſhe gives no jealous fears, 


And Dead, ſhe crowns my joys. 


XX VII. 


LOVE- I EARS. 


1 B not a golden rain, O Fove ; behold, 
Cupid deſcends in thow*rs more rich than gold. 
>X a VIII. 
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XXVIII. 
EPITAPH upon @ Country Sexton, 


ERE lies old Sare, worn out with care, 
Who whilome toll'd the bell; 
Could dig a grave, or ſet a ſtave, 
And ſay amen full well. 


For ſacred ſong, he'd Hopkins" tongue, 
And Sternbold's eke alſo : 

With cough and hem, he ſtood by them, 
As far's his word wou'd go. 


The worms have loſt their good old hoſt, 
Who them full often fed ; 


For he is gone, with ſkin and bone, 
To ſtarve em now he's dead. 


Here, take his ſpade, and uſe his trade, 
Since he is out of breath ; 
Cover the bones of him, who once 


Wrought journey-work with dean. 


XXIX, 
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XXIX. 
The Old Gentry. 


= HAT all from Adam firſt begun, 

Sure none (but - ) doubts ; 
And that his ſon, and his ſon's ſon 

Were plowmen, clowns, and louts. 


Here lies the only diff rence now; 
Some ſhot off late, ſome ſoon : 

Your fires th* Morning left the plough, 
And ours i'th' Afternoon. 


XXX. 


Upon a Company of bad Dancers to good 


Mu; , 
2 Curt: JF, 
fe ill the motion . th — ſuits! 


80 Orpheus fiddled, and ſo dane d the brutes. 


; 4 @ 4 
To a bad Fiddler. 


O I Orpheus play'd ſo well, he mov'd Ola Nick, 
While thou mov'ſt nothing, but thy ſaddle-ſtick. 


XXXII. 


4 Collettion of Epigrams. 


XXXII. 


H 2 R-B Che lies, 
Whoſe once bright eyes 
Set all the world on fire : 
And not to be 
Ungrateful, ſhe 
Did all the world admire. 


XXXIII. 


Written in the Leaves of a Fan, by Dr. 
ATTERBURY, late Biſpop of Rocheſter. 


Fa VIA the leaſt and ſlighteſt toy 

Can with reſiſtleſs art employ ; 
This fan, in meaner hands, would prove 
An engine of ſmall force in love; 

Yet ſhe, with graceful air and muen, 
Not to be told, or ſafely ſeen, 

Directs its wanton motion ſo, 

That it wounds more than Capid's bow; 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs dame, 

To every other breaſt a Flame, 


C AUF; 
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XXXIV. 


EPITAPH oH DUNDEE; 


Laſt and beſt of Scots who didſt maintain 1 
Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign ; 
New people fill the land, now thou art gone, 
New Gods the temples, and new Kings the throne. N 
Scotland and thou did in each other live, X B 


Thou wouldſt not her, nor could ſhe thee ſurvive. 
Farewell, who living didſt ſupport the ſtate, 
And couldſt not fall but with thy country's fate. 


at * — — 


XXXV. \ 

On the Prince's afpearing at the Fire in 5 
Spring-Garden, 1716. 

; ( 

T Hy guardian, bleſt Britannia! ſcorns to ſleep- A. 
When the ſad ſubjects of his father weep ! Th 
Weak princes, by their fears, increaſe diſtreſs ; Go 
He faces danger, and fo makes it leſs. An 
'Tyrants on blazing towns may ſmile with joy; For 
He knows to av is greater than deffroy. Th 


XXXVI. 
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XXXVI. 
In a Lady's Prayer-Book., 


12 you are deaf to love, you may, 
Faireſt Caliſta, weep and pray, 
And yet, alas! no mercy find: 
Not but God's merciful, tis true; 
But can you think he'll grant to you, 
What you deny to all mankind ? 


6 


XXXVIE 


* uE 1/rael firſt provok d the living Lord, 
He ſcourg'd their fin with famine, plague, and 
ſword; | 
Still they rebell'd ; the God in's wrath did fling 
No thunderbolt amongit them, but a King : 
A Jamei- like king was heav'n's ſevereſt rod, 
The utmoſt vengeance of an angry God. 
God in his wrath ſent Saul to puniſh Jewry,. 
And James to England in a greater fury: 
For Saul in fin was no more like our James, 


Than little Jordan can compare to Thames. 


C : XXXVIII. 


A Callection of Epigrams. 
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XX XVIII. 
MyRa in ber Riding Habit. 


W uE N Myra in her ſex's garb we fee, 

The Queen of Beauty then ſhe ſeems to be; 
Now, fair Adonis, in this male-diſguiſe ; 

Or Cupid, killing with his mother's eyes: 

No ſtile of empire's chang'd by this remove, 

Who ſeem'd the Goddefs, ſeems the God of Love: 


— —„e 
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XXXIX. 
To the Dutcheſs of BEAUTO RT. 


FF-SPRING of a tuneful fire, 
Bleſt with more than mortal fire; 
Likeneſs of a mother's face, 
Bleſt with more than mortal grace. 
You with double charms ſurprize, 
With His wit, and with Her eyes. 


— 


XL. 


E nov Rx r ſoft to touch, charming to hear; unſeen 
1 Thou'rt both; but neither, take away the ſcreen. 


; XII. 


4 Colleftion of Epigrams. 


XLI. 
4 Whitechapel Epitaph. 


N EN lies honeſt Stephen, with Mary his bride, 

Who merrily liv'd, and chearfully dy'd; 

They laugh'd and they lov'd, and drank while they 
were able, | 

But now they are forc'd to knock under the table. 

This marble, which formerly ſerv'd them to drink on, 

Now covers their bodies ; a fad thing to think on, 

That do what one can to moiſten our clay, 

Twill one day be aſhes, and moulder away. 


* 
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XIII. 
Etitaph on a talkative old Maid. 


ENEATH this ſilent ſtone 1s laid 

A noiſy antiquated maid, 
Who from her cradle talk'd till death, 
And ne'er before was out of breath. 
Whither ſhe's gone we cannot tell ; 
For, if ſhe talks not, ſhe's in Hell : * 
If ſhe's in Heav'n, ſhe's there unbleſt ; 
1 Becauſe ſhe hates a place of reſt. 


XLIII. 


XIIIII. 


1 owE, ſays Metius, much to Colon's care; 
Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his Heir: 


Collection of Epigrams 


True, Metius; hence your fortunes take their riſe; 
His Heir you were not, had he ſeen you Twice. 


XLIV. 


On the Death of the late Earl of MounmT- 


CassEL, who died in bis Tenth Tear, 


Fer ILDREN are ſnatch'd away ſometimes 


By death, to puniſh parents crimes. 


Thy mother's merit was ſo great, 
Heav'n haſten'd thy untimely fate, 
_ 'To make her character complete. 
Tho' many virtues fill'd her breatt, 
Tas reſignation crown'd the reſt. 


ache 
XLV. 


* 5 
Y A CHARACTER 


\ 


* 
. 


| 
| 8² METIMES to ſenſe ; ſometimes to nonſence leaning 3 
But always blund'ring round about his meaning. 


XLVI. 


T 
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XL VI. 


Ge: tu DA ſure's the brighteſt thing, 
That decks our earth, or breathes our air: 
Mild are her looks like opening ſpring, 

And like the blooming ſummer fair. 


But yet her wit's ſo very ſmall, 

That all her charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 

And ſtrike no further than the eve, 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our ears are abſent from the feaſt: 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt, 


So have I ſeen, with aſpect bright, 
And tawdry pride, a tulip ſwell, 

Blooming and beauteous to the fight, 
Dull and inſipid to the ſmell. 


XLVIL 
4 N. picoc- 
o Jahn I ow'd great obligation, 
Put Jobn, unhappily, thought fit, 
To publiſh it to all the nation; 
Sure Fohn and I are more than quit. 


XLVIII. 
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XLVIII. 


ho LoE her goſlips entertains 
With ſtories of her child-bed pains, 
And fiercely againſt. Hymen rails; 
But Hymen's not ſo much to blame: 
She knows, unleſs her mem'ry fails, 
Before ſhe wed, ſhe'd much the ſame. 


— — 


XLIX. 


W Ken Lesbia firſt I ſaw, ſo heav'nly fair, 
With eyes ſo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durſt fo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial fire: 
But ſoon as e' er the beauteous idiot ſpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips ſuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonſenſe heal'd my wound, 
And what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 


0 


L. 
On a Gentleman who died the Day after his 
| Lady. I lere, 


8* t firſt departed ; he for one Day try'd 


To live without her; lik'd it not, and dy'd. 1 


his 
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HaT Macro's looks are good, let no man doubt; - 
Which I, his friend and ſervant, thus make out. 
On his dark, forehead a falſe friend is writ ; 
Let none condemn the light that ſhews a pit, 
Cocles whoſe face finds eredit for his heart, 
Who can eſcape ſo ſmooth a villain's art? 
Adorn'd with every grace that can perſuade, 
Seeing, we truſt ; and truſting, are betray'd : 
His looks are ſnares : but Macro's cry, Beware ; 
Believe not, tho' ten thouſand oaths he ſwear. 
If thou'rt deceiv'd, obſerving well this rule, 
Not Macro is the knave, but thou the fool. 
In this one point he and his looks agree, 
As they betray their maſter, ſo did he. 


—— 


920 


O all che pens which my poor rhymes moleſt, 
Cotin's is ſharpeſt, and ſucceeds the beſt. 
Others outrageous ſcold, and rail downright, 


With hearty rancour, and true chriſtian ſpite : 
But he a readier method does deſign ; k 


Writes ſcoundrel verſes, and then ſays they're mine, 


D LIN. 
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LIII, 


HATE, and yet I love thee too: 

How can that be ? I know not how ; 
Only that ſo it is I know, . 
And feel with torment that tis ſo. 


LIV. 
A Fable and Moral, to King WILLIAM Ill. 


. Z/op's tales an honeſt wretch we find, 

Whoſe years and comforts equally declin'd ; 

He in two wives had two domeſtick ills, 

They different ages had, and different wills; 

One pluck'd his black hairs out, and one his grey ; 
The man, for quiet fake, did both obey, 

Till all the pariſh ſaw his head quite bare, 

And thought he wanted brains & well as hair. 


The parties, hen-peck'd monarch, are thy wives; 
The hairs they pluck, are thy prerogatives ; 
Tories thy perſon hate, the Whigs, thy power ; 
Too much thou yieldeſt, ſtill they tug for more ; 
Till this poor man and thou alike are ſhown, _ 
He without hairs, and thou without a crown. 


3 LV. 
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LV. 
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On the Marriage of an Old Maid. 


FALOE, a coquet in her prime, 
C The vaineſt fickleſt thing alive ; 


Behold the ſtrange effects of time . 
Marries, and doats at forty-five. 


. 


Thus weather-cocks, who for a while 
Have turn'd about with every blaſt, 
Grown old, and deſtitute of oil, 
Ruſt to a point, and fix at laſt. 


LVI. 
MaRrrTI1AL, Lib. I. Epig. 58. 
Diss. would you know, 17 1 ſhould change my life, 
What kind of girl I'd chuſe to make my wife; 
I would not have her be fo fond to fay, : 
Yes, at firſt daſh ; nor dwell too long on Nay : \ 


Theſe two extremes I hate; then let her be 
'Twixt both; nor too hard-hearted, nor too free. | 


40+ | D 2 LVII. 


, 


) Unbounded virtue, with unbounded might ; 
Whether to ſuccour innocents gppreſt, 
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LVII. 


On the Burſer of St. John's College, Oxon, 
cutting down a fine Row of Trees, 


NDULGENT nature to each kind beſtows 
A ſecret inſtinct to diſcern its foes : 
The gooſe, a filly bird, avoids the fox; 
Lambs fly from wolves ; and failors ſteer from rocks; 
A rogue the gallows, as his fate, foreſees, 
And bears the like antipathy to Trees. 


* 2 


LuVII. 


Tranſlated from an Inſtription on a Medal of 
| LEWIS MV. 


ECOND to Fove alone, in whom unite 


Or quell thoſe monſters which the world infeſt : | 
In vain the Titans againſt heav'n combines 
In vain th' imbattel!d ſquadrons paſs the Rhine, | 
'Theirs is the Eagle, but the Thunder thine. 


fd LIX 
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IX. 
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LIX. 


On the Death of Queen MAR v. 


T E queen deceas'd ſo pleas'd, the king ſo griev'd, 
As if the hero dy'd, the woman liv'd ; 

Alas ! we err'd i'th' choice of our commanders, 

He ſhould have knotted, and ſhe gone to Flanders. 


” 3. A K * —— 


LX. 


On a Monument intended to be erefled for 
Mr. Rowe, by his Widow, written 
before Mr wo fey was ſet up. 


12 A fair ſhrine we truſt, 
And, facred, place by Dryden's awful duſt. 
Beneath a rude and nameleſs ſtone he lies, 

To which thy tomb ſhall guide enquiring eyes; 
Peace to thy gentle ſhade and endleſs reſt, 

Bleſt in thy genius, in thy love too bleſt ; 

One grateful woman, to thy fame, ſupply'd, 
What a whole thankleſs land to his deny d. 


D 3 LXI. 
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LE XI. 


— and poet twell thy glorious name, 

The firſt thy living gets ; the laſt, thy fame : 
Bat if thy bread be, as thy verſes, light, | 
Our good lord mayor thy genius ſhall requite, 
And on the baker do the poet right. 


— 


LXII. 


EAUTY '$ but a ſhort-liv'd flower, 


Alas ! too ſubject to decay, 
That blooms, th* amuſement of an hour, 


And ſheds its glory with the day. 


Whoever ancient Phyllis knows, 
Will find this literally true ; 

Mark on her cheeks the bluſhing roſe, 
Short-liv'd, as on the tree it grew. 


Tho? on the beauties of each feature, 
Th' embelliſhments of art are laid, 

Yet all her charms, to copy nature, 
Bloom in the morn, at ev'ning fade. 


LXIII. 
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LXIII. 


From MAR TIA. 


a Ravenna vintner once betray d, 
So much for wine and water mix'd, I paid ; 
But when I thought the purchas'd liquor mine, 
The raſcal fobb'd me off with only wine. | 


'LXIV. 
E P1TAPH en à young Lady. 


85 fair, ſo young, ſo innocent, ſo ſweet, 

So ripe a judgment, and ſo rare a wit, 
Require at leaſt an age in one to meet. 

In her they met; but long they could not ſtay, 
Twas gold too fine to fix without allay. 
Heav'n's image was in her ſo well expreſt, 
Her very ſight upbraided all the reſt: 15 
Too juſtly raviſh'd from an age like this; 
Now ſhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 
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LXV. 
Upon a Pillure of the Lady Hips. 


W HEN fam'd Apelles ſought to frame 
Some image of th' NAalian dame, 
To furniſh graces for the piece, 

He ſummon'd all the nymphs of Greece; 
So many mortals were combin'd, 
To ſhew how one immortal ſtun' d. 
Hadſt thou thus fat by proxy too, 
As Venus then was ſaid to do, 

| VFenus herſelf, and all her train 
Of goddeſſes had ſummon'd been: 

The painter muſt have ſearch'd the skies, 

To match the luſtre of your eyes. 
Comparing then, while thus we view, 
The ancient Venus and the new, 
In her we many Mortals ſee, 
As many Goddeſſes in thee. 


—— 
—— „ 


LXVI. 
6 Lot Canide 


ener as the day, and as the morning fair, 
Such Cloe is e and common as the air. 


; LXVIL 
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LXVIL 


1 beauteous Nitiy boaſts a charm, 

Her picture boaſts the fame ; 

With life the glowing cheeks are warm, 
The er. yo on flame. 


How bold the ſtrokes ! ! how free de ar! 
The colours how laid on! 

We think twill leave the canvas bare, 

$ far, dear painter, all is well; 
And could'ſt thou more expreſs, 


Howe'er thy art the molt excel, 
Thy piece would pleaſe the lefs. 


For he that Kitty's picture makes, 
Makes beauty's ſelf appear 

But, if it ſpeaks as Xry.ſpeaks, 
'Tis folly's ſelf we hear. | 


XVII. 
On a Statue of N1oBE. 


1 o ſtone the gods have chang d her; — but in vain 2 
The ſculptor's art gave her to breathe again. 
LXIX. 
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LXIX. 

Upon a Cravat, Rwy by Nr. 

W HEN Mira caſts around her conquering eyes, 
A thouſand victims fall a ſacrifice; 

No bounds her charms acknowledge, but her will ; 
And whereſoe'r ſhe darts, a look, can kill ; 
Why ſhould ſhe then new artifices find, 
T” extend her pow'r, and vanquiſh human kind 
Cannot the pointed rays - ſhot from her eyes, 
Her graceful perſon, and her mien, ſuffice ; 


But ſhe muſt triumph in acquired art, 
And turn her very needle to a dart? 


LXX. 


The Dart. 


HENE'ER I look, I may deſcry 
A little face peep thro” that eye: 
Sure, that's the boy, who wiſely choſe 
His throne among ſuch beams as thoſe, 
Which, if his quiver chance to fall, 
May ſerve for darts to kill withal. 


I; 
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On L T ON. 
HREE Fog. — — born, 
Greece, Had, and England did adorn : 
The firſt, in loftineſs of thought ſurpaſt ; 
The next, in majeſty ; in both the laſt. 
The force of nature could no farther go; 
To make a third, ſhe jqgin'd the former two. 


XXII. 8 
J SILVIA, reading St. BxXRNARD's Life. 
4 well for Bernard, he was born 
Some ages ere thy cruel ſcorn 


The captive world had ruin'd and undone : 


For had heav'n otherwiſe decreed, 
Thoſe eyes had ne'er the ſaint's life read, 
But he had ſeen them, and to kell had gone. 


LXXIII. 
Lingua potentior armis, 


1 ſpeech ſurpaſſes force, is no new whim: 
Jeve caus ' d the heav'ns to tremble 3 Jus him. 


LXXIV 


Collection of Epigrams. 


LXXIV. 


O two reliefs to eaſe a love- ſick mind, 
Flavia preſcribes deſpair : I urge, be kind : 
Flavia be kind ; the remedy's as ſure ; 

Tis the moſt pleaſant, and the quickeſt cure. 


LXXV. 


Upon Nicol ix and Valentin; firſt 
coming to the Houſe in the Hay - market. 


Aur z N firikes the vocal lyre, 
And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and ſtone conſpire 
To raiſe the Theban wall. 


In emulation of his praiſe, 
Two Latian heroes come, 
A ſinking theatre to raiſe, 
And prop Yar's tottr'ing dome. 


But how this laſt ſhould come to paſs 
Muſt ſtill remain unknown, 

Since theſe poor gentlemen, alas ! 
Bring neither brick, nor ſtone; 


LXXVI. 


A Collection of Epigrams! 


LXXVI. 
The contented Miſtreſs. 


T o charming Celia's arms I flew, 
And there all night I feaſted: 

No god ſuch tranſport ever knew, 
No mortal ever taſted. 


Loſt in the ſweet tumultuous joy, 
And pleasꝰd beyond expreſſing, 

How can your flave, my fair, ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a bleſſing? 


The whole creation's wealth ſurvey, 
Thro' both the Indies wander: 

Ask what brib'd ſenates give away, 
And fighting monarchs ſquander. 


The richeſt ſpoils of earth and air, 
The rifled ocean's treaſure 3 

'Tis all too poor a bribe, by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much pleaſure. 


She bluſhing, cry'd ---- My life, my dear, 
Since Celia thus you fancy; 
Give her ---- but 'tis too much, I fear, 


A rundlet of right Nantg. 
VI. LXXVIL. 
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EXX VII 


END A X, tis ſaid, thou'rt ſuch a lyar grown, 
That thou'ſt renounc'd all truth; and tis well 
done : Wa 
Lying beſt fits our manners and our times ; 
But pr'ythee, Mendax, do not praiſe my rhymes. 


m — — 


„cee, 
T EN months after Harimel happen d to wed, 


And was brought, in a laudable manner, to bed; 
She warbled her groans with ſo charming a voice, 
That one half of the pariſh was ſtunn'd with the noiſe: 
But when Florimel choſe to lie privately in, 
Twelve months before ſhe and her ſpouſe were akin, 
She choſe, with ſuch prudence her pangs to conceal, 
That her nurſe, nay her midwife, ſcarce heard her once 

ſqueal. | 

Learn husbands from hence, for the peace of your lives, 
That maids make not half ſuch a tumult as wives. 


* See this fame thought in Ne. XLII, but better done here 
that is a bare. tranſlation from the French; the poet here has on! 
taken the hint. | | 


LXXIX. 


s only 


IX. 
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LXEIX. 


MeNG the fair that Hide Park Circus grace, 
Canidia ſeeks admirers of her face ; 
In vain her airs, in vain her atts ſhe tries, 
Among thoſe beauties that engage all eyes: 
Bright rays, like di'monds, they around em fling, 
Whilſt ſhe is but the Cypher of the Ring. 


7 


LXXX. 


— 9 


To a Fool going to travel. 
2 


ov ſay you'll ſpend a thouſand pound, 
'The world and men to know, 


And take a tour, all Ezrope round, 
Improving as you go. 


Dear Zack, in ſearch of others ſouls, | 
Diſcover not your own ; | 
But wiſely double the expence, 
That you may paſs unknown. 


— p "TIC 


LXXXI. 


Mor and Money, a mutual friendſhip ſhow 3. 


Man makes falſe Money; Meney makes Man ſo. 
LXXXII. 
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LXXXII. 


EPpITA EH Ap a Gentleman and his Son. 


ä Y 


rom peaceful tomb does now contain, 
Father and ſon together laid ; 

Whoſe living virtues ſhall remain 

When they, and this, are quite I. 


What man could be, to ripeneſs grown, 
And finiſh'd worth could do, or fhun, 

At full was in the father ſhown 3 

What youth could promiſe, in the ſon. 


= - 


But death, obdurate, both deſtroy d, 
The perfect fruit, and opening bud; 
Firſt ſeiʒ d thoſe ſweets we had enjoy d, 
Then robb'd us of the coming good. 


LXXXIII. 


On Enjoyment. 


W thund' rer, who, without the female bed, 
Could goddefles bring forth from his own head, 
Choſe rather mortals this way to create; 

So much hy efteem'd his Fenn 'bove his ſtate. 


LXXXIV. 


A Colleffion of Epigrams. 


\ 
LXXXIV. 


On a Picture of Mrs, ARA 5 LILA Hunt; 
drawn playing on a Lute after her Death. 


ERE there on earth another voice like thine, 
Another hand ſo bleſt with skill divine, 
The late afflicted world ſome hopes might have, 
And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 


_ 


LXXXV. 


70 OLIVER CROMWEL: By tbe 
famous Mr, Locke. 


A Peaceful ſway the great Auguſtus bore, | 
* O'er what great Julius gain'd by arms beſore. 
Julius was all with martial trophies crown'd ; 
Auguſtus for his peaceful arts renown'd. 
Rime calls 'em great, and makes em deities 3 
That, for his valour; This, his policies. 
You, mighty prince, than both are greater far, 
d, Who rule, in peace, that world you gain'd by was: 
You ſure from heav'n a finifi'd hero fell, % 
Who thus alone two pagan gods excel, 


(IV, 
E LXXXVV. 
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LXXXVI. 


On Lady SUNDERLAND. 


A LIL nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reaſon clear; 
Yet ſtill their force, to men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcover'd to her ſelf alone. 


LXXXVII. 


N ATURP, in pity, has deny'd you ſhape, 
Elſe how ſhould mortals Flawvis's chain eſcape ? 
Your radiant aſpect, and your roſy bloom, 


Without this form, would bring a general doom : 
At once our ruin, and relief we ee ; 


At ſight are captives, and at fight are free. 


LXXX VII. 


; 
P AULUS, the famous quack, renown'd afar, 
For killing more than peſtilence or war, 
Of late, in orders, is a curate made, 
And buries people ---- not to change his trade. 


LXXXIX. 
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LXXXIX. 


To Dr. SwiFT : By @ Gentleman who i mi- 
tated his Manner and Stile in Writing. 


ov who firſt taught us in this iſle | 
True humour, dreſs'd in beauteous ſtile, 
Ajolle's ſubſtitute, moſt fit 
To raiſe and cultivate our wit : 
— In this we have our diff rent view, 
You rival him, we copy you ; 
And copy too with great miſtake, 
Thoſe noble draughts you often make. 
do when the buckler, drop'd by fate, 
pe ? From heav'n, to ſave the Roman ſtate ; 
Others were made, a common crew, 
To guard, but not eclipſe the true. 
Our whole pretence to paſs for wits, 
Is that we are your counterfeits. 


—— 7 — 


XC. 


On a crooked, croſs-grain'd Woman. 


ga bent like a nine - pence, and would have been 
broken, £236 
Had not nature intended the devil a nia; 


E 2 XCL 


On ſome Snom that melted op a Lady's. Breaſ. 
A” Bodgslerye | 


* envious flakes came down in haſte, 
To prove her breaſt leſs fair: 

Grieving to find themſelves ſurpaſt, 
Diffolv'd into a tear. 


— 


— — 


XCIL 


N ATURE's Chief gifts unequally are carv'd ; 

She ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtarv'd: 
Her bread, her wine, her gold, and what before 
Was common good, is now made private ſtore : 
Nothing that's good we have among us common; 
But all enjoy the common ill, - -- a woman. 


— 


X CIT, 


| P AVLA, thou fam would'ſt marry me, 
> Now thou art old and tough; 

| cannot: yet I'd venture thee, 
Wert thou but old enough. 


xciv. 


- 
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reaſt, 


Lady CARLISLE going to the Country. 


A r once the ſun and Carliſſe took their way 
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day; 
The flowers to both their glad creation ow'd, 
Their virtue he, their beauty ſhe, beſtow'd. 


ah. 


— 


XC. 


Upon a Lady, who finding ber Pocket wet, 
pretended ſhe had broke her Hart/horn Bottle 
wah - « 

* x ſons of verſe, tranſmit to fame, 

How bleſt the life of miſs is; 

When ſhe breaks wind, Shock bears the blame ; 

And hartſhorn, when ſhe piſſes. F 


+ We are afraid the humour of this turn won't be ſufficĩent to- 
excuſe the indecency ;z but let cur readers conſider how difficult it is 
to find every excellence in conjunction; it is certainly an epigram 
«cording to the ſtricteſt rules, 


XCVI. 


a * 


% * 
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To Lady MARY CHURCHILL, 


| KES’ and lateſt of thy beauteous race, 

Bleſt with your parent's wit, and her firſt blooming 
face. 

Born with our liberties in Milliam's reign ; 

Your eyes alone that liberty reſtrain. 


ä 


XCVII. 


EPI TAPRH on a Gentleman who died by 
taking CANTHARIDES. 


H ERE old Grubbinel lies, 
Upon very odd terms ; 
Firſt a prey to the flies, 
Now a prey to the ayorms. 
Let thoſe who grieve for him not wonder he's flown, 
For the carcaſs muſt rot, when the fleſh is fy-6/own. | 
Yet this may be faid in his praiſe, | 
Tho? death, cruel death, from us tore him, 
He died by endeav'ring to raiſe 14 
His friend, who lay dead before him. | 


— 


XCVIII. 


* 
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XCVIII. 


On Mrs. DAs HwOoO p. 


2 as the bluſhing grape ſhe ſtands, 
Tempting the gatherer's ready hands; 
Bloſſoms and fruit in her together meet, 
As ripe as Autumn, and, like April, ſweet. 


ming 


.* 


<a 


= . — 1 
XCIX. 
| by 0! Lady who ſhed ber Water at ſeeing the 
Tragedy of CATo. 


W H1LsT maudlin whigs deplore their Cato's fate, 
Still with dry eyes the tory Celia fat ; 

But, tho' her pride forbad her eyes to flow, 

The guſhing waters found a vent below. 

Tho? ſecret, yet with copious ftreams ſhe mourns, 

like twenty river-· gods, with all their urns. 

let others ſcrew an hypocritick face, 

the ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place ! p 

Here nature reigns, and paſſion, void of art; 

for this road leads directly to the beart. 


n, 


4 Collection of Epigra ms. 


Drinking Lady BR1DGEWATE R's Health, 


A LL health to her, in whoſe bright form we _ 
Exceſs of charms, with native meekneſs j join 
Whoſe tender beauty, ſafe in virtue's care, 

Springs from a race ſo fruitful of the fair. 

That all antiquity can boaſt no more; 

For Venus and the Graces were but four. 


| ET 


CE-- 


O injur'd fame, and mighty wrongs receiy'd, 
Che complains, and wondrouſly's aggriev'd : 

That free and laviſh of a beauteous face, 

The faireſt and the fouleſt of her race, 

She's mine, or thine, and ſtroling up and down, 

Sucks in more filth than any ſink in town : 

I not deny, this, I have ſaid is true; 

What wrong ! to give ſo bright a nymph her due? 


— 


— — 


CII. 
A Cure for PotTry. 


85 VEN wealthy towns contend for Ho MR d, 
Tbro' which the /iving Home r beg'd his bread. 
CUI. 


A. Collettion of Fpigrams. 


N proclaims aloud, his wife's a whore; 
Alas, good Cornus, what can we do more? 
i Wert thou no cuckold, we might make thee one ; 
d; {Wit being one, we cannot make thee none. 


CIV. 


On a Painted Lady with bad Teeth, 


Wr. men ſo dull, they could not ſee 
That Lyce painted; ſhould they. flee, 
like ſimple birds, into a net 

o groſly woven, and ill ſet, 

er own teeth would undo the knot,.- 

d let all go that ſhe had got. 

toſe teeth fair Lyce muſt not ſhow, 

! ſhe would bite. Her lovers, though 
Like birds they ſtoop at ſeeming grapes, 
diſabus'd when firſt ſhe gapes : 

e rotten bones, diſcover'd there, 

/ "tis a painted ſepulchre. 


e ? 


 F CV. 


Collection of Epigrams. 


x church, the pray r- book, and the fan diſplay d. 
And ſolemn curt' ſies, ſhew the wily maidꝰ 


At plays, the leering looks, and wanton airs } 
And nods, and ſmiles, are fondly meant for ſnares. 
Alas ! vain charmer, you no lovers get ; 8 
There you ſeem hypocrite, and here coquet. | 
> 5 C 
V 
# CVL 3 G 
Written in_the blank Leaf of an Ov1v. + x 
r is the ſureſt guide, | | 
. You can find, to ſhew the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, Berg. 4. = 
Who intends to go aſtray. — —4 
wy = 1] 
Keel \ 
9 CVI. - 
2 her teeth are black and nought, 
Lucania's white are grown 3 _-. 


But what's the reaſon ? Theſe are bought, 
The other wears her own. 


; CVIIL 
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CVIIL. 


4 the faireſt of love's foes, 
Though fiercer than a dragonz. .  __ 

Phyllis, that ſcorn'd the powder d beaus, 8 
What has ſhe now to brag on? | | 

So long ſhe kept her legs ſo cloſe, 
Till they have ſcarce a rag on. 


Compell'd, thro' want, this wretched maid 
Did fad complaints begin; 

Which ſurly Serephoi hearing, ſaid, 
It was both ſhame and ſin, 

To pity ſuch a' lazy jade, 
As would not play nor ſpin. 


. ——-V— — > = DM 


CLX. ) 


u body which within this earth is laid, 
Twice fix weeks knew a wife, a faint, a maid; 
Fair maid, chaſte wife, pure faint ; yet tis not ſtrange, 
She was a woman, therefore pleas'd to change ; ; 
And now ſhe's dead; ſome woman doth remain, , 
wn chan u 


e | * - „ 8 # 
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CX. 
ADA M pos d. 


ee our firſt father, at his toilſome lm, . 
Thorns in his path, and labour on his brow, 
Cloath'd only in a rude unpoliſh'd skin ; 

Could he a vain, fantaſtick nymph have ſeen, 

In all her airs, in all her antick graces, 

Her various faſhions, and more various faces ; 
How had it pos'd that fkill, which lon afgn's 

Juſt appellations to each ſev'ral kind, 

A right idea of the ſight to frame, | 

To gueſs from what new element ſhe came, | 
To hit the wavering rem, | or give the thing 20 


— 


CXI. 


On the e cer SPAIN hind GERI MANY, 


1726. 


Ty before did fate diſpenſe . 
A friendſhip, a 
Great Charles's hope is Philip's ſenſe; 
And Philip's truſt, is Charles fleet. 


{ 
. 
; 
] 
] 
f 
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4 Mn: Gee 
1 nags (the leaneſt things . 
So very hard thou lov to drive, - 
I heard thy anxious c6achman ſay, 
It coſt thee more in whips, than hay. 
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CXIII. 


On Mrs. BARBIBRE's firſt Appearance on 


the Stage. 


N pleaſure now from Nicelixi's tongue, 


In vain he ſtrives to move us with his ſong - 


On a fair Syren we have fix'd our choice, 


And wait, with longing ears, for Barbiere's voice ;_ 
When, lo! the nymph, by baſhful awe betray 3 1 
Her fault' ring tongue denies her looks its aid ; 


But ſo much innocence adorns her fears, 


And with ſuch grace her modeſty ſhe wears, 
Buy her diſorder, all her charms encreaſe, '- --- 


And had ſhe better ſung, ſhe'd PRs us n: 


334 
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CXIV. 


= morrow you will live, you always cry ; 

In what far country does this morrow lie, 
That 'tis ſo mighty long cer it arrive? 

Beyond the Indies does this morrow live? 

'Tis ſo far-fetch'd, this morrow, that I fear 
Iwill be both very old, and very dear. 

To morrow I will live, the fool does fay : 

To day itſelf 's too late; the wiſe liv'd yeſterday. 


— — 


CXV, 
To a Lady who commended another's Eyes. 


x vain by parallels you ſtrive, 
I Panthea's eyes to praiſe ; . 
Perfection, which we can't conceive, 
Itſelf alone diſplays. 


Gaze on them only, if you'd know 
What dazzling rays they dart; 

But, if what piercing ſhafts they throw, 
Then view my wounded heart. 


CXVI. 


* 1 
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CXVI. 
To a Jealbus Husband, 


ELL me, Sileno, why you fill, 
With fancy'd woes, your life: 
Why's all your time expended ill, . 
In thinking, or in talking il}, | e 
Of your too virtuous wife. SPY. 


For, faith, I can't ſee to what end 
'You keep her up ſo cloſe; 

Nor how you could yourſelf offend, 

That like a ſnail, my gloomy friend, 
You never leave your houſe. 


Ah! were ſhe but advis'd by me, 
Her many taunts and ſcorns, 

With int'reſt ſhould refunded be; 

She'd make a perfect ſnail of thee,. 
By decking thee with horns. 


7 


5 


m 
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CX VIL. 


ron, new-marry'd, looks at men no more; | 
Why then, 'tis plain, for what ſhe look'd before. 


P 4 CXVII. 
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CXVIII. 


JeaLovsy. By a Lady. 


O* ſhield me from his rage, cœleſtial powers, 
This tyrant that imbitters all my hours. 
Ah! love, you've poorly play'd the monarch's part, 
You conquer'd, but you can't defend my heart. 
So bleft was I, throughout thy happy reign, 

I thought this monſter baniſh'd from thy train; 
But you would raiſe him, to ſupport your throne, 
And now he claims your empire as his own 4 

Or tell me, tyrants, have you both agreed, 

That where one reigns, the other ſhall ſucceed ! 


— * 


CXIX. 
N re ot 12 
ROM her own native France, as old Aliſon paſt, 
F She-reproach'd Exgiiſt Neu, with neglect, or with 
malice, 
That the ſlattern had left, in the hurry and haſte, 
Her lady's complexion and eye - brows at Calais. 
| 1 * 3 
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CXX, 
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CXX, 


V1D, Who bid the ladies laugh, 
' Spoke only to the young and fair; ; 
For thee his counſel were not ſafe, 
Who of ſound teeth haſt ſcarce a pair. 


If thou thy glaſs, or me, believe, 

Shun' mirth, as foplings do the wind ; 
At Pinkey's face affect to grieve, 

And let thy eyes alone be kind. 


Speak not, tho' 'twere to give conſent ; 
For he that ſees thoſe rotten bones, 
Will dread that monumental fcent, 


And fly your ſighs, like dying greans. * 


If thou art wiſe, ſee diſmal plays, 
And to ſad ſtories lend thy ear; 
And laugh not above once a year. 


— —_ 


T* put out the word, Whore, thou do'ſt me woe, 
+. Thro'out my book. Troth, put out Woman too. 
=» £5 . 


CXXII. 
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CXXII. 


] drr, to the ſuburb beauties full well known, 
Was, from the bag, ſcarce crept into a gown, 

When he, by telling of himſelf fine tales, 

Was made a judge, and ſent away to Wales. 

"Twas proper, and moſt fit it ſhould be ſo; | 

Whither ſhould goats, but to the mountains go? 


— 
— 
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CXXIII. 


* conſcious of her worth, a noble maid, 

Balk'd many a lover, and her time out-ſtay'd 5 
While yet a peer, leſs doubting than the reſt, 
Defy d her coldneſs, and attack'd her breaſt. 
A ſpaniel whelp, and ſpaniel lord, declare 
Their vows to ſerve, and hopes to pleaſe the fair: 
The cautious nymph, ſtill fearing a trapan, 
Their fortune, wit, and worth did nicely ſcan ;, |, 
Then, as the reaſon of the caſe is clear, 
Embrac'd the puppy, and diſmiſs'd the peer.. 
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CXXIV. 


7 MEN Thomas calls his wife, his half, 
I like the fellow's whim ; 
For why ? ſhe horns him ; ſo the jilt 
| Belongs but half ta him. 


Ne 


Gs Mrs, BTDDY Flor p. 
| T Hoy | 

WIr Cupid did his grandſire Fove intreat,. 

To form ſome beauty by a new receipt, 
Fove ſent and found, far in a country ſcene, 
Truth, innocence, good - nature, look ſerene ; 
From which ingredients, firſt, the dext'rous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy :. 
The graces from the court did next- provide- 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride; 
Theſe Venus cleans'd from every ſpurious grain: 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain : 
Fove mixt up all, and his beſt elay imploy'd ; 
Then call'd the happy compoſition, Floyd. 
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CXXVI. 


To the Duke Dt NOAILLES. 


Alx the concern which you expreſs, 
That, uncalPd, Alard will poſſeſss 
Vour houſe and coach, both day and night; 
And that Mackbeth was haunted leſs * 
By Banguo's reſtleſs ſpright. 


With fifteen thouſand pounds a year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An ill, you may To ſoon retrieve? 
Geod Hard, faith, is modeſter 

By much, than you believe. 


Lend him but fifty Lauis dor, 

And you ſhall never ſee him more: 
Take the advice; Probatum eit. 

Why do the gods indulge our ſtore, 
But to ſecure our reſt? f 


* This epigram is addreſs'd to the Duke De Neailles, if we may 
believe the title; it is certainly very abſurd, for that reaſon, to allude 
to an Engliſh play i the beauty of this compariſon can only be under- 
ſtood by E eee, and indeed but by few of them. The verſes, upon 
the whole, don't want wit; but conſidering that the thought in the 
laſt ſtanza is ſtolen from a French epigra m, it was, at leaſt, impoli- 

ö * to inſcribe it to a French man of quality. 
| \ 


CXXVII. 
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Written on the 3 Door of King” \ 
A LES II. | 
by SERockester)- 
ERE lies the mutton-cating king, 
Whoſe word no man relies on ? 


Who never ſaid a fooliſh thing, 
Nor ever did a wiſe one. 


To 4 8. who made Pofie for Ri —5— 


] Little POTTY IF =o: ably aig r 
That I ſhould wit in dwarfiſn poſies ſee.: ae 
As all words in few letters live, „aun wal 
Thou to few words all ſenſe doſt give. Hs 

"Twas nature taught you this rare art, oe ek 
In ſuch a little, much to ſhew, 4; qt 

Who all the good, ſhe did impart, .. .. 
To womankind, epitomiz'd in you. | 


A Collection of Epigrams. - 


CXXIX. 


LARINDA, With a haughty grace, 
In ſcornful poſtures ſets her face, 
And looks as ſhe were born alone 


To give, in love, and take from none. 


Tho! I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee, 
I you're too proud to eaſe my pain, 
Jam too proud for your diſdain, 


| cxxx. 
UILTY, becauſe I bade you late be wit, 
And, to conceal your ulcers, did adyiſe ; 


You laugh when you are touch'd, and long before 
Any man elſe, you clap your hands, and roar, = 


And cry, Good good This quite perverts my 225 : 


And lies ſo far from wit, tis impudence. 
Believe it, Guilty, if you loſe your ſhame, 
I'll loſe my modeſty, and tell your name. ; 


Compare this with N* CCLVI. 


* 
AIT CXXXI. 
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A Colechian Hpigrams. 


CXXXI. 


On GIIES and Jo Ax. 


We ſays that Gilæ and Joan at diſcord be? 
Th obſerving neighbours no ſuch mood can ſee. 
Indeed, poor Giles repents he married ever; 

But that his Joan doth too. And Giles would never, 
By his free-will, be in Faan's company; 

No more would Joan he ſhould. Giles riſeth early, 
And having got him out of doors is glad ; ; 

The like is Joan: But, turning home, is ſad ; _ 
And T6 Ts Joan. Ofc times when Giles doth find 
Harſh fights at home, Giles wiſheth he were blind; 

All this doth Joan: Or, that his long-yearn'd life 
Were quite out-ſpun ; the like wiſh hath his wife. 

The children that he keeps, Giler ſwears are none 
Of his begetting ; and ſo ſwears his Foan. 


In all aſfections ſhe concurreth ſtill : ENEMY S: 
If now, with man and wife, to will and nill "i T3 


The {elf ſame things, a note : of concord be, 
I know no couple better can agree. 


$3. n 2112 348 480k 
Ve 2 
by 4 | * 
NI CXXXII, 


* 


Robb d both of money, and the law's relief, | , 


A Coloction of Epigrams. 


CXXXII.-- 


On.a ROBBERY, - 


R wa robb'd Ducote of three hundred pound 3 
Ridway was taken, and condemn'd to die; 
But, for his money, was a courtier found, | 


Begg' d Ridway's pardon : Duncote now doch cry, | 
The courtier-is- become the greater thief. 


cXXXIII. BY 
On the Dutcheſs of PorTmoursY's bine. 
AD ſhe but liv din Adis * : | | 
When beauty did the earth's great hits engages 


Britain, not Egypt, had been gloribus made; 

Auguſtus then, like Jullut, had obey'd: 

A nobler theme had been the poet's boaſt, 1 
That all the world for love had wp been loſt, | 


CXXXIV. 


A nes” way by VARELST, 4 
if tene. 
Wos. aud Varelp this little wonder drew, 


Flra vouchſaf d the growing work to view 3 + 


Finding the painter's ſcience at a ſtand, 

The goddeſs ſnatch'd the pencil from his hand, 
And finiſhing the piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 

Behold one work of mine, which ne'er ſhall fade. | 


Cxxxv. 
O* his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His ſpouſe is in deſpair; 


With frequent ſobs, and mutual cries,, 
They both expreſs their care. —_ 


A diff”rent cauſe, ſays parſon Sh, 3 
The ſame effect may give; 12 


Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall die; 
His wife, that he may live. 


G CXXXVI. 
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CXXXVI. 


YE, Delia, talk no more of love, 


It galls me to the heart; 
You threeſcore are, I doubt, above, 


For all your plaiſt'ring art. 

And therefore ſpare your pains, you may; 
For, tho' you paxeſs one night and day, 

I can't do what my ſoul abhors. 
Or, by your art's aſſiſtance, tho' I might 
Prevail upon my appetite, 

I durſt not couple tho? I ſwear 
Wich you, of all the world; for fear | 
Of  cuckolding my anceſtors. 


c XXXVII. 
| N: to. 
W HAT a frail thing is beauty, ſays baron I Cras, 
| Perceiving his miſtreſs had one eye of glaſs ; 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it, 
When ſhe, more confus'd, as more angry ſhe grew, 
By a negligent rage, prov'd the maxim too true; 
She drop'd the eye, and broke it. 


CXXX VIII. 
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CXXXVIII. 


J Chak ixus, an ugly Woman's Husband. 


82 'twas my hap of late, 
To have a ſight of thy dear mate : 
So white, ſo flouriſhing, ſo fair, 
So trim, ſo modeſt, debonair; 
That if good Fowe wou'd grant to me 
A leaſh of beauties, ſuch as the, 
I'd give the devil, at one word, 
'Two, that he'd take away the third. . 


— 


CXXXIX. 
Upon a Patch on a Lady's Face. 


HAT artful ſpeck upon her face, 
Had been a foil on one leſs fair; 

In her it hides a wounding grace, | 
And ſhe, in mercy, plac'd it there. 


— — — = 
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A Colledion of Epigrams. 5 


CXL. 
From the GRE EK. 


G Bacchus, born in thunder and in firs, 
By native heat aſſerts his dreadful fire ; 

Nouriſh'd near ſhady rilk, and cooling ſtreams, 

He to the nymphs avows his am'rous flames : 

To all the brethren at the Bel! and Vine, 

The moral ſays, Mix water with your wine. 


— — A 


CXLI. 
In Behalf of Mr. SOUTHERNE: 


To the Duke of ARGYLE. 


2 his praiſe when Scurberne wrote, 
Firſt ſtruck out this, and then that thought, 
Said, This was flatt'ry, That a fault: | 
How ſhall the bard contrive ? 
My Lord, conſider what you do, 
He'll loſe his pains, and verſes too; 
For if theſe praiſes fit not you, 
They'll ſerve no man alive. 


F 


4 Calecion of Bpigrams. 


CXLII. 


Cen brisk and gay appears, 
On purpoſe to invite : 


et, when I prefs her, ſhe, iy tears, | © 7 
Denies ber fole (Wyhe: "TT 77 


Whilſt Celia, ſeeming ſhy and coy, 
To all her favours grants; 

And ſecretly receives that joy, 
Which others think ſhe wants. 


I would, kut fear I never r ſhall, 
With either fair agree; _ 

For Celia will be kind to All, 
But Che won't to Me. 


; - 
= 9 3 : 
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. BEN Loveleſs marry'd lady Temnm,, 
Whoſe beauty was - - the ready Dr 3 
I. choſe her, ſays he, like old plate, | 
Not for the faſhion, but the weight. 1871 
CXLIV. 
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A Collection of Epigrams 


CXLIV. 


To a Painter, drawing a Lapy's piaure.* 
Dennis . 
of | 5 ld who grelt Fove's artill'ry ap'd ſo well, 
By real thunder and true lightning fell: 
How then durſt thou, with equal danger, try 
To counterfeit the lightning of her eye ? 
Painter deſiſt ; or ſoon th' event will prove, 1 
That Lowe's as jealous of his arms as Jove. N 


2 2 
A Se cu ſer. 
Sg Hane, 


1 


*Tis range that ſhe ſhould thus confeſs it, tho't be true. 


„This thought is uſed by another poet, ſee No. XV. but much 
more elegantly here: who is the borrower, we can't decide; but 
this 1 may pals for one of the beſt . in our n 31 


4 Salmoneus, 


CXLVI. 


ov miſtreſs, In you follow whores ſtill taxeth. i 


| 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


Epitaph on :SALLY SALISBURY, 


xRE flat on her back, but unactive at laſt, 
Poor Sally lies under grim death; 
Thro' the courſe of her vices ſhe gallop'd ſo faſt, 
No wonder ſhe's now out of breath. 


To the goal of her pleaſures ſhe drove very hard, 
But was tripp'd up ere half way ſhe ran : 

And tho? every one fancied her life was a Yard, 
Yet it prov'd to be leſs than a Span. 


CXLVIL 
e 
F RANK Carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats ! 

He eats more than ſix, and drinks more than he eats. 
Four pipes after dinner he conſtantly ſmokes, a 
And ſeaſons his whiffs with impertinent jokes. 

Yet, ſighing, he ſays, he mult certainly break, 
And my cruel unkindneſs compels him to ſpeak, 
For of late I invite him - - - - but four times a week. 


CXLVIII. 


Collection of Epigra ms. 


CXLVII. 


AxrcntMenEs's Sphere : From CLAUDIAN, 


HEN Jour Archimedss's ſphere ſurvey'd, 
He ſmil'd, and to the heav'nly dwellers faid, 

Could mortal cunning ſuth a work deviſe, | 
In brittle glaſs to imitate the ſkies ? 
The laws, and rules, and orders of our heav'n, 
The Syracufiar to his globe has given; 
Well govern'd, all his various ſtars appear, 
And whirl in certain motions round his ſphere ; 
His little ſun performs its annual race, 
And ev'ry month his moon renews her face ; 
His brittle world the daring artift guides, 
And ver the ſtars a human, mind preſides : \ 
Salmoners counterfeited thunder hurPd, 
But here 1s one that counterfeits a world. 


„ 
LEST be the princes, who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion; 


Since, by their error, we are taught, 
That happineſs is but opinion. 


A Colectia of Epigrams. 


Ch 
o, ſaid old Lyce, ſenſeleſs lover, go, 
And with ſoft verſes court the fair; but 1 
With all thy verſes, thou canſt get no more, 
'Than fools, without one verſe, have had before. 


Enrag'd at this, upon the bawd I flew ; , 
And that which molt enrag'd me, was, was true. 


” 


CLI. 


To a SEMPSTRESS. 


O a ! what boſom but muſt yield, 
When, like Pallas, you advance, 
With a thimble for your ſhield, 
And a needle for your lance ? 


F:ireſt of the ſtitching train, 
Eaſe my paſſion by your art; 

And, in pity to my pain, 
Mend the hole that's in my heart, 


1* 
* 


CLII. 
Mr. PR 10R's Epitaph. 


Nn and heralds, by your leave, 
| Here lie the bones of Matthew Prior: 
The ſon of Adam and of Exe : 
Let Bourbox or Naſſau go higher. 


— * 


— 


CLHI. 
Anſwer to Prlor's Epitaph, * 


1 8, Matthew Prior, by your leave, 
_ Your epitaph is ſomewhat odd: 
Bourbon and you are ſons of Eve, 


Naſſau's the off-ſpring of a god. 


Coe rar og » 


CLIV. 


On Suicipe, From MARTIAL. 


=» 13 pen all the blandiſhments of life are gone, 
758 The coward creeps to death; the brave lives on. 


This has a place here for no othep reaſon but its relation to the 
preceding, which is delicate and beautiful ; the epitaph may paſs for 
wit and nature, but the aniwer is no —— 


. 


To a Lady, on ſeeing ſome Varſes in Praiſe of 
| her, on a Pane of Glaſs. 


2 echt. binn bannias. of > pram 
See their frail names, and lovers vows writ here: 


Who fings thy ſolid worth, and ſpotleſs fame, 
On pureſt adamant ſhould cut thy name : 


Then would thy fame be from oblivion fav'd ; 
On thy own heart my vows muſt be engrav'd. 


* 


CLI. 


1 ſporting mood, my Celia ſaid, 
You brag, and often boaſt you, 

How much. each tooth within my head, 
At diff rent times, has coſt you. 


I grant, my laſt were in your debt 
A crawn, or ſome ſuch matter 3 

But thoſe I've now, are a new ſets 
Or ask the operator. 


Ha | CLVII. 
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Need 


CL VII. 


Alete to a Tate Tranſlator of V 1 K GIL, 
M's, but thy preaching, 75% tranſlate no further: 


Is it not written, ee ao no murther ? 


_— 


C LVII I. 
On a 2 Houſe, built by a poetical Gentleman. 


4 A Bard, grown deſirous of ſaving his pelf, 
Built a houſe he was ſure would hold none but him- 
ſelf : 

This enrag'd god Apoll, who Mercury ſent, 
And bid him go ask, what his votary meant. 
Some foe to my empire has been his adviſer; 
Tis of dreadful portent, when a poet turns miſer: 
Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that ſubject of mine, 
I have ſworn by the Shyæ to defeat his deſign; 
For, where-ever he comes, the muſes ſhall reign ; 
And the muſes, he knows, have a numerous train. 


CLIX, 


A Collection of Epigrams. | 


eee 
LIX. 8 


0 
An EP1TAPH, 


=L RE innocence and beauty hes, whoſe breath. 
Was ſhatch'd by early, not untimely, death. 
Hence did ſhe go, juſt as ſhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before ſhe knew to ſin. - ©: 2+ 

Death, that does fin and ſorrow thus prevent, 
Is the next bleſſing to a life well · ſpent. m. ez! 


2 —_ — — — j 
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| —_ 
Fr LVI4, methinks you are unfit b 
For your great lord's embrace; po 


For tho' we all allow you wit, 
We can't a handſome face. , þ 7 


Then where's the pleaſure, where's the good. 
Of ſpending time and coſt? l 
For if your wit ben't underſtood, ber.” 
Your keeper's bliſs is loſt. 


H 3 CLXI. 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


Tb an angry Lady. 


TJ HESEUS, (i faith may build on fame) 
Who courted with fa-la, 

And won the futious fighting dame, 
By cuffing, or club - law: 

I believe,  Thaleftris won't deny, 

Had much an eaſier task than J. 


Hypolita was arm'd with ſpear, | 
But you with tongue dead-doing ? 

Then is not ours, my angry dear, 
The fiercelt way of waging ? 

Her ſpark had found her courage true, 

Had ſhe but drove at him, like you. 


When the fell noiſe of claſhing ſwords | 
Upon their bucklers rung ; 
Had ſhe but try'd the pow'r of words, 
And laſh'd him with her tongue, 
She'd made the hero quickly yield, 
Or, juſt as Ido, quit the field. 


CLXII. 
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CLXII. 


On a bandſome Woman with a fine Voice, but 
very covetous and proud, 


os bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy ſong 
As had drawn both the beaſts, arid their O pbous along 
But ſuch is thy av'rice, and ſuch is thy pride, 

That the beaſts muſt have ftarv'd, and the poet have dy'd. 


CLXIII. 

| 8 her husband Lesbia calls me names, 
And at the leudneſs of the town exclaims: 

This tickles che poor cuckold to the liſe, 

And he thanks heav'n for ſuch a virtuous wiſe. 

Contented fool ! indeed you reaſon wrong: 

If ſhe were virtuous, ſhe. would hold her tongue: 


Scandal and noiſe do not her virtue prove, 
But are the marks of unexginguiſh'd love. 


E 


— 


H 4 CLXIV.: 
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CLXIV. 
De Die MARTIs & Die VEnERts. 


ATURN, and Sol, and Luna chaſte, 

ITwixt Mars and Venus ſtill are plac'd 3 | 
Whilſt Mercury and Four divide 
The lovers on the other fide. 
What may the hidden myſtery 
Of this unriddled order be ? 
The gods themſelves do juſtly fear, 
'That, ſhould they truſt theſe two too near, 
Mars would be drown'd in Venus, and fo they 
Should loſe a planet, and the week a day. 


* 


CLXV.* 
ER this marble drop a tear: 
Here lies fair Roſalinde'; 
All mankind was pleas'd witł her, 
And ſhe with all mankind. 
* Compare this with No. XXXIL 


- Aa 


CLXV 
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(920% Mp baquick, and make the bed; 
Now tuck the feet, now place the head; 
Pl Kiſs you, if you do'nt beſtir ye. 


Quoth Meg, I can't abide to hurry. 1 , + a 
EU 
On a high Arch, built over a ſmall Stream by 
a certain Nobleman, 


7 lofty arch his high ambition ſhows ; 4 
The ſtream, an emblem of his bounty, flows. 


5 — — 7 — — CLXVIII - * . . > * - 
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13 is begot by fancy, bred 

By ignorance, by expectation fed, 
Deſtroy'd by knowledge, and, at beſt,” 
Loſt in the moment tis poſſeſt. 


CLXIX. 


CLXIX. 


2 a Per/on who wrote ill, and ſdake worſe 
thainſt the Author. 


1E, Phih, untouch'd, on thy peneeable helf; 

Nor take it amiſs, that fo little I heed thee: 

I've no envy to thee, and ſome love to myſelf; 
Then why ſhould I anFver, fince frit I muſt read thee? 


Drunk with Helicon's wittrs, and double-brew'd bub, 
Be a linguiſt, a poet, a critic, a wag ; | 
To the Nd dehgkt bf hy well-jadging cub, 
To the damage atene of thy bookſeller Bragg. 


Purſue me with tire ; What harm is there in't 

Bit from all viva voce ftfletion forbear : | 
There can be no danger from what thou ſhalt print; 
There may be a little from what thou may'ſt ſwear. 


+ 


CLXX. 


12x Tadlot walks the ſtreets, the paviors cry, 
God bleſs you, fit, --and lay their ramimers by. 


CLXXI. 


CLXXI. 
To a Romat-CAaTHomIck, a Marriage. 


9 and penance, exconmentieation, 

Are bug-bear words, to fright a mation 3 
But *tis the church's more ſubſtantial 
To damn us all, for better and for worſe. 
Falſely your church fev'n facrametits does frame 3 
Penance and matrimony are the ſame. 


cLXXII. 


TP a7 thou doſt ſhorten thy long nights with wine, 
We all forgive thee 3 for ſo Caro did: 
That thou writ'ſt poems without 6ne good line; 
Tulh's example may that weakneſs hide. 


Thou art a cuckold ; ſo great Cz/ar was: 
Eat'ſt till thou ſpew'ſt; Men did the ſame 2 
That thou lov'ſt whores ; Fove loves a buxom laſs : 
But that thou'rt whipt, is my peculiar ſhame. 


CLXXIIE. 


40 ollectioun of Epigrams, 


cLXXII. 


12 off thy paint, perſumes, and youthful dreſs, 
And nature's failing honeſtly confeſs: | 
Double we ſee thoſe faults, which art would mend; 
Plain downright uglineſs would leſs offend. 


CLXXIV. 


Loe US, chou ſay'ſt my epigrams are long: 
I'd take thy judgment on a pot of ale: 
So thou may ſt ſay the elephant's too ſtrong, 
A dwarf too ſhort, the pyramid too tall: 
Things are not long, where we can nothing ſpare 3 
But, Coſeus, ev'n thy diſtichs tedious are. 


e Ne 


o 97799 a blow; 
Ah! quoth the pretender, would I could do fo. 


CLXXVI. 


CLXXVI. 


* Apology for Wedlock, 


x marriage are two happy things allow'd ; 4 
A wife in wedding - ſheets, and in a ſhroud ; * 5 


How can a marriage-ſtate then be accurs'd, 
Since the laſt day's as happy as the firſt ? 


CLXX VII. 


Written over a Gate. 


H“. lives a man, who, by relation, 


For which the learned, and the wiſe, 


Depends upon predeſtination; 


His underſtanding much deſpiſe: 

But I pronounce, with loyal tongue, 
Him in the right, them in the wrong : 
For how could ſuch a wretch ſucceed, 
But that, alas! it was decreed? 


CILXXVII. 


CLXXVII. 
Lo vr and IAT ous v. 


H*;" much axe they deceix'd, who vainly ſtrive, 
jealous fears, to keep our Games alive + 

Loves irs wink which, if @cur'd from blaſts, 

Will faintlier burn; but chen it longer laſts : 

Expos'd to ſtorms of jealouſy and doubt, 

The blaze grows greater; but 'tis ſooner out, 


CLXXIX. 
Cacoethes Scribendi. 


Ni 111 E faſter than his coſtive brain indites, 

Phil's quick hand in flowing letters writes; 

His caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague's, 

When he was run away with by his legs, 

| Phebus, give Philo oer himſelf command; 

Quicken his ſenſes, or reſtrain his hand 

Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink; 
So.may, he-ceaſe to write, and learn to think. 


CLXXX. 


CLXXX. 


, PauxrLL1is's Ae. 


[yon old enk. vou ask. 
Whoſe beauty chus all hearts engages ! 
To anſwer is no eaſy taſk : 


For ſhe has really two ages. 


Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in lays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 

All day let envy view her face; 
And Py/k; is but twenty-one. 


Paint, patches, jewels laid aſide, 
At night, aſtronomers agree, 


The ev'ning has the day bely'd ; 
And 88 is ſome forty-three. 


—_——— 


CLXXXL 
For the 2 non Tomb-ftone. 


o me tis giv'n to die, to thee tis giv'n 
To live; alas! one moment ſets us ev'n: 


Mark how impartial is the will of heav'n. 


5 b 


* CLXXXII. * 


CLXXXII. 


HRASO picks quarrels, when he's drunk, a night; 
When ſober, in the morning, dares not fight : 

Thraſo, to ſhun thoſe ills that may enſue, | 

Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. * 


—— 
— 
— 


n 
Againſt an Ar REIS v. 


W HILST in his double-elbow chair 
Young Alcider does loll and ſwear, 
No wonder, if a wretch, like me, 
Am object of his raillery : ä 
Why ſhould not I a blockhead ſeem © 
To one, who does his God blaſpheme? 
But no man thinks (whate'er he ſaith) 
His words are articles of faith. 


CLXXXVVVL. 
Ts xoꝰ ſervile flatt ry thou doſt all commend : f 
Who cares to pleaſe, where no man can offend ? 


CLXXXV, 


A Collection of Ep grams. 


CLXXXV. 
On a very homely Lady, that pateb'd much, 


7 0u R \homely face, Flippanta, you diſguiſe” " 
With patches, numerous as Argus? eyes: 
I own that patching's requiſite for you; 
For more we're pleas'd, if leſs your face we view: 
Yet I adviſe, if my advice you'd ask, 
Wear but one patch; but be that patch a mask. 


— 


* 2 


CLXXXVI. 
M. „Lib. 1. Epig. 20. 
* N ib. 1. Epig. 20 


| W HEN gammar Gurton firſt I knew, 
Four teeth in all ſhe reckon'd ; + 
Comes a damn'd cough, and whips out two, 
And tother two, a ſecond.” 3 


Courage, old dame, and do not fear 
The third, whene'er it comes: 

Give me but t other jug of beer, 
And I'll enſure your gums. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


CLXXXVII. 
Venus aud Aponis, 


oaneB ul ts fon dey'd2p the dy mens; 
And ſcarce the herd gone to the hedge for ſhade ; 
When Cytherea (all in love forlorn) | 
A longing tarriance for Adonis made, 


Under an ozier, growing near a brook ; 

A brook, where Aon us'd to cool his ſpleen : 
Hot was the day, ſhe hotter, that did look 

For his approach, who often there had been. 


Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 
And ftood ſtark naked on the brook's green brim ; 
The fun look'd'on the world with glorious eye, 
Yet not ſo wiltly as this queen on him: 
He ſpying her, bounc'd in ; where as he ſtood, 
O Fove ! (quoth ſhe) why was not I a flood? 


CLXXX VIII. 


Ge DS Deine) 
2 fins and hairs may no man equal call; 


For as thy ſins increaſe, thy hairs do fall. 
| CLXXXIX- 


CEXXXIX 


Written in CLARIND A's Prayer-Book, 


N vain, Clarinda, night and day, 

For mercy to the gods you pray : - 
What arfogance, on heav'n to call 
For that, which you deny to all ! 


- _ — * — 


CXC. 
Written in a Lady's Table Book, 


w ru what * raptures would my ſoul beblef, 
Were but her look an emblem of her breaſt 

As I from that all former marks efface, 

And, uncontrould, put new ones in their place; 

So might I chace all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the ſtead impart : 

But, ah! how ſhort the bliſ@would piove, if he 

Who ſeiz d it next, might do the fame by me. 


„ 1. ** CXCI. 
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CXCI. 


R en Gripe dots all his thoughts and cunning bend, 
T'encreaſe that wealth he wants the foul to ipend : 

Poor Shifter does his whole contrivance ſet, | 

To ſpend that wealth he wants the ſenſe to get. 

How happy would appear to each his fate, 

Had Gripe his humour, or he Gripe's eſtate ? 

Kind fate and fortune, blend em, if you can, 

And, of two wretches, make one happy man. 


CX. 7 


W in the dark, 8 ſoft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting Syren, in thy tongue 3 
What flames, what darts, What anguiſh I endur'd ! | 
But, when the candle enterd, I was cur'd. 


F Ths is imitated from Martial very happily ; fee it done 
otherwidc. NO, XL, : 


4A. 


0 1 


CXCIII. 


A Collection of Epigraths. 


CXCIIL 


r pox on him, that impudent devil, | 
That now only lives by his ſhifts, | 
By borrowing of driblets, and giſts; | 
For a forlorn guinea I lent him laſt day, 
Which I was aſſur'd he never would pay: 
On my own paper would needs be fo civil, 
To give me a note of his hand : 
But I did the man ſo well underſtand, 
I had no great mind to be doubly trapan d: 
And therefore told him 'twas needleſs to do't. 
For, faid I, I ſhall not be haſty to dun ye, 
And *tis ſurely enough to part with my money, 
Without loſing my Paper to boot. 


* — 


Lov x uncollable. 


no can hide fire ? Ift be uncover'd, light ; 
If cover'd, ſmoke betrays it to the ſight. 
Love is that fire, which ſtill ſome ſigns affords ;. 
If hid, they're _ if open, T . are words. 


= 


v3 | cxcv. 


A Colleion of Epigrams. 


W.. thou art ask d to ſup abroad, 
Thou ſwearꝰſt thou haſt but nowly din'd ; 
That eating late does overload 
The ftomach, and oppreſi the mind: 


But if Appicius males a treat, 
The ſlender'ſt ſummons thou obey ſt 
No child is grerdier of the teat, 
Than thou art of the baunteous feaſt, 


There thou wilt drink, till every ſtar 
Be fwallow'd by the rifing fun : 

Such charms hath wine we pay not for 
And mirth, at other's charge begun. 


Who ſhuns his club, yet flies to every treat, 
Does not a ſupper, but a reck ning, hate. 
* 


- E * N > 


. Hen | 


1* nov * always ill of me, 

I always ſpeak well of thee 3 

But ſpite ol all our noiſe and pother, 
The world believes nor one, nor Vother. 


ö CXCVE. 


hk w * 
9 


1. 


Colladion of Epigrams. 


3 is by fancy led about, 
From hope to fear, from joy to doubt; 


Whom we now a goddeſs call, 
Divinely grac d in every feature, 
Straight's a deform'd, a perjur'd creature : 
Love and hate are fancy all. 


Tis but as fancy ſhall preſent 
Objects of grief, or of content, 

That the lover's bleſt, or dies : 
Viſions of mighty pains, or pleaſure, 
Imagin'd want, imagin'd treaſure, 

All in powerful fancy les. 


— ao V * 


CXCV Jl. 
ord- 


OMEN to — — we play 
A round or two ; when us'd, we throw away; 
Take a freſh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 


Who cuts or ſhuffles with our dirty leaving. 


A Collection of Epigrams 
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ES (GG VGA OR 92)! 


CXCIX. 


T ELL me, Derinda, why ſo gay, 

Why ſuch embroidery, fringe, and lace ? 
Can any dreſſes find a way | 
To ſtop th. approaches of decay, 

And mend a ruin'd face ? 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the box, 
And ogle in the ring? 1 

Canſt thou forget thy age and pox ? 

Can all that ſhines on ſhells and rocks ; f 
Make thee a fine young thing ? 


So have I ſeen, in larder dark, by 
Of veal a lucid loin, . 
Replete with many a ſtarry ſpark, 
As wiſe philoſophers remark, 
At once both ſtink and ſhine. 


CC. 


r. Pauls rule Cotta keeps t his wife ; he's one, 
That hath a wife, and is as if he'd none. 


= 


Tur pe Lucrum Veneris. 


WII, in a wilful humour, needs would wed - | 
A Hench of wonder, but without a ſtock 3 1 
Whoſe fame no ſooner-thro” the ſtreets was fpread, 
But thither ſtrait our chiefeft gallants flock. 
Put caſe ſhe's poor; brings ſhe not chapmen on ? 
I hope kis vel thay Rerve'to graft apo. | 


4 Cl. 
7 ay do they ſay the goddeſs Fortane's blind, 
. Becauſe ſhe's only to th' unjuſt inclin'd ? 


This reaſon nought her blindneſs does declare; 
They only fortune need, who wicked are. 


* * 


. CCL | 
Under the Picture of a Bx av. 


H1s vain thing ſet up for a man 
But ſee what fate attends him! 
The powd'ring-barber firſt began, 
The barber-furgeon ends him. 
. | | K CCIV. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCIV. 
To bis falſe Mi url. 


T nov id that I lows thy — move, 
And that for me thou would ſt abandon Jove. 
I lov'd thee then, not with a love defil'd, 1 
But as a father loves his only child. 
T know thee now; and, tho' I fiercer burn, 
= Thou art become the obje& of my ſcorn. 
See What thy falſhood gets! I muſt confeſs, 
I love thee more, but I eſteem thee leſs. 


„ w n * — 1 4 
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CV. 


LOE's the wonder of her ſex : 
is well her heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 

With virtue to defend her? 


But nature, graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex, but pleaſe us, 
Has, to her boundleſs beauty, join'd 
A boundleſs will to eaſe us. 


AY 


A Coll:&tion of Epigrams. 
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PALLAs and Venus. 


4 Grejen ſwaih had judg'd the great diſpute, 

And beauty's pow'r obtain'd the golden fruit; 
When Venut, looſe in all her naked charms, 

Met Fovr's great daughter, clad in ſhining arms: 

The wanton goddeſs view'd the warlike maid 

From head to foot, and tauntingly ſhe ſaid; 

Yield, ſiſter ; rival, yield; naked, you ſee, 

I vanquiſh ; gueſs how potent I ſhould be, 

If to the field I came, in armour dreſt, 

Dreadful, like Gin, my ſhield, "ul terrible my creſt. 


128 


The warrior goddeſ with diſdain reply'd ; 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 

Let a brave enemy for once adviſe ; 

And, Venus, (if tis poſlible) be wiſe : 

Thou, to be ſtrong, muſt put off ev'ry dreſs ; 
Thy only armour is thy nakedneſs: 

And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 
By Mars himſelf that armour has been try'd. 


K 2 Cern. 


4 Colectian of Epigrams. 


Cl. 


To Mr. Porn, on his 7 ranſation of Hou. 


Sunn Moch, dear Pope, thy Elis 10 charms, 

When pity melts us, or when paſſion warms, 
That after-ages ſhall with wonder ſeek, 
Who 'twas tranſlated Homer into Greek. 


CCVTH. 


M* Lesbia ſwears ſhe would Catullus wed, 

Tho' Jove himſelf ſhould come and ask her bed; 
True, this ſhe ſwears by all the pow'rs above; 
But ſhe's a woman, ſpeaking to her love: 

That ſingle thought my growing faith defeats : 
Tis neceffary for them to be cheats; 

They muſt be falſe, they mult their oaths forget: 
So pleaſing is the letch'ry of deceit ! 

What women tell their ſervants, fade like dreams, 
And ſhould be writ in air, or running ſtreams. 


CCIX. 


A colactia of Epigrams. 
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CCIX. 


A LL things are common amongſt friends, thou ſaiſt: 
This is thy mornin and thy ev*nin og: z 

Thou, in rich point, and ſilk, art TY 

Six foreign ſteeds to thy ela belong: 18 


Whilſt by my cloaths the ragman ſcarce would gain, 3 
And an uneaſy hackney jolts my ſides; 

A cloak embroider'd intercepts thy rain, 
A worſted camblet my torn breeches hides : 


Turbots and mullets thy large diſhes hold ; 
In mine a ſolitary Whiting lies: 

Thy train might fire the impotent and old ; 
Whilſt my poor hand a Gammede ſupplies. 


For an old wanting friend thou'lt nothing do ; 
Yet all is common amongſt friends, we know: 
Nothing ſo common as to ule them ſo. 


&&1 


—_ 


] Offer love, but thou reſpeR wilt haye : Kt 
Take, Sextus, all thy pride and folly crave ; - - . 
But know, I can be no man's friend and ſlave, ö 


17 oy cx. 


J Collection of Epigrams. 


Pons Selinda goes to pray rs, +” 
If I but ask the favour; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 


When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her ; 

Would ſhe could make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a ſinner. 


CCXII | 
On Mr. Pope's Tranſlation of HoM En. 


A oft, in vain, as he eſſay d to tell, | 

In foreign tongues, how Troy and Priam fell ; 
Old Homer has at laſt attain'd to ſpeak 

In ſmoother accents than his native Greek : 

Blind hezetofore, the bard receives new ſight ; 


And ev'n in age becomes the fairs delight: 
How much to Pops is due from «s and him, 


Since Hom ned; no more, nor do his readers dream # 


CCXIII. 


_— 


A. Coleition of Epigrams. 
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CcxIII. 
Mulari ne crede, * moriuæ quiden. 


A Scolding wiſe ſo long 3 on Note 8720 
Her ſpouſe preſum d, her ſoul was now at reſt: ; 
Sable was call'd, to hang the reom with k 014 
And all their cheer was ſugar- rolls and fack. 11 
Two mourning ſtaves ſtood cu at the — 2 3 

And Silence reign'd, who ne'er was there before. 

The cloaks, and tears, and handkerchirfsprepar'd, 
They march'd, in woful pomp, to dbchurcb-yard: 
When, ſee W e » TL 
The very dead can't pafs in quiet home: A, 
By ſome rude jolt, the coffin-lid was broke; AD 
And madam from her dream of death awoke,” 541 
Now all was ſpoil'd : the undertaker's pay, 

Sour faces, cakes, and wine quite thrown-away 
But ſome years aſter, when the former ſcene 

Was ated, and the coffin nail'd again; 

The tender huſband took eſpecial care, 

To keep the paſſage from diſturbance clear! 
Charging the bearers, that they tread aright, - 
Nor put his dear in ſuch another fright. 


K 4 __ CCXIV. 


Who's fair in nature's ſcorn ; 

Blooms in the winter of her days, 

Like Glaftenbury thor. 
Co/melia's eruel at threeſcore ; 

Like bards in modern plays, 
Fout acts of life ale guildeſs ver, 

But in the fifth ſne ſlays. - | 
If e ; dpatient of the E. 

Into her arms you fall  —- 
23 


5 poeurt rea charms inſpire my lay, 


1* valn, old Diga, you'd aſperſe my fame ; _ 
4 In vain with praiſes I'd adorn your name: 
Your fatire's vain, my panegyrick too ; 
For no one credits either me, or you. 
* If this, and N®, CXCVI, be compar'd ; they'll be found both 


to confilt of the fame thought, as well as to ow: their origin to that 
of Buchanan : 
Fruſtra ego te laudo; fruſtra me, Zoile, Ledis : 
Nemo tibi credit, Zoile; ; nemo mibi. 


CCXVYI. 


Verſes under a Lady's Pifture. 


T* pour andthe painter ay dre 
| To form an image of the proudeft fair: 
Your brighter charms, by laviſh nature wrought, 


* 
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Mur n ern 
They neichor act, nor reaſon right E: 
And nothing mind but pence: 1 row g 
Unskilful, they victorious are: . 
Conduct a kingdom without care, * alan 
A council without ſenſe. why "> 


80 Moſes once, and Fohhua, ac al 
And that virago Debora, * 
Beſtrid poor Mae: 
1 for who 
Could ride a nation, as they do, 
Withaut a miracle? | 
CC XVIII. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCX VIII. 


5 YLVTA makes ſad complaints, ſhe's loſt her lover : 
Why nothing ſtrange I in that news diſcover. 
Nay, then thou'rt dull; for here the wonder lies 
She had a lover once; don't that ſurprize'? * 


—_— * 


3 - a CCXIX. — 


Occafion'd by ſeeing ſome Verſes on C114 
written on a Pane of Glaſs. . 


VV haft thou drawn, fond youth, in prop reſt 


The ſhort-liv'd beauties of falſe Celia's face. 
When words obſcurities thy ſenſe o*erſhade, " 
The place gives lgbt to what thou would'ſt have faid. 
Bright, as this lucid glaſs, her eyes now ſeem ; 
Like this, breath'd on, by fell diſeaſe, grow dim: 
Like glaſs is ev'ry ſtrongeſt vow ſhe makes; 
Brittle as that, as eaſily ſhe breaks: 

Such is her honour : ſhort her fame, we find, 
Which, crack'd, muſt periſh by the firſt high wind. 


© CCXX. 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


CCXX. 


Imi tated from B v 0 HANAN. 


nol Corinna, ask me, if youre ties. 

But won't believe me neither, till I ſwear. 
May I ne'er Leda win, or Helen gain, 
If ſhe, or Leda, could your pow'r attain : „ 
Both gods and men lov d them; but yet they had 
Their ſenſes till ; — who loves Corinna, 's mad. 


— 
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CCXXI. * 
Marr. Epig. 58. Lib. 1. 


yu ask, dear Mill, what we diſdain, 
What girls our fancy pleaſe : 
We like not thoſe give too much pain, 


Nor thoſe we win with eaſe : 
For thoſe our paſſions ſtarve, and theſe will cloy : 


The middle only gives the greateſt joy. 
* Let this verſion be compar'd with that in Ne. LVI. 


CCXXxII. 


A Caledtion of Eyigrams. 


CCXXII. 


Upon a Boy and bis Mother, having each but 
one E ye. 


| Ys half-blind. boy, born of an half-blind mother, 
Equal'd by nane, but by the one the other; 
Lend her thine eye, ſweet boy ; and ſhe ſhall prove 
The queen of beauty, INS 


| 


CCXXIIL 
On the ſame Subjels. * 


Aeon bis right Leonilla her left eye 

Doth want; yet each, in form, . 
Sweet boy, with thine, thy ſiſter's ſight improve: 
80 ſhall ſhe Venus be, thou god of love. | 


* Theſe two, and ſeveral others that I have met with upon this 
ſubject, are from a famous Latin epigram of a modern aythor ; 
which, as well for its exquiſite beauty, as to give the readers the 


better opportunity of judging of the Engife, we will inſert, 
Lumine Acon dextro, capta eft Leonilla Aniſtro; 
Et potis eft forma wincere uterque deos, 
| Blande pr, lumen guod babes concede ſarort 3 
Sic tu cacus Amor, fic erit illa Venus. 


CCXXIV. 


SOT  W ng“ 


The HusBAnD: By a Lady. 
4 27 poets ſing of old, that am'rous Neve, 

In various ſhapes, perform'd the feat of love. | 
Chang'd to a ſwan, he rifled Laas chars ; | es 
And, with a rival whiteneſs, fill'd her arms. 

On Danae's lap he fell, a golden Thow'rzs 
(Gold is the ſureſt friend in an amour.) 

Now in a bull's, or fatyr*s grielly ſhape, 

He on ſome beauty makes a welcome rape. 

Nor think it ſtrange, that Fove's almighty pow'r, 
Thro' theſe baſe forms, taught females to adore ; 

A likeneſs leſs agreeable he try'd; _ Lal þ 
He came a huſband to Amphitryor's bride ; . a 
And, in a huſband's ſhape, could welcome proyre. 
Who muſt not own th* omnipotence of Jove77/ 
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ccrn: 
On a certain 72 riter. 


H' of your book is to an index grown : 
You give your book contents, your reader none. 


CCXXVI. 


$ 
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CCXXVI, 


Written in a Lady's Table-book, * a 
Prayer to the Vi irgin Mary. 


bs the ſmooth plane your hand engraves, 
You read your wiſhes, and your ſlave's. 
You to the ſaint, to you I bow: 

Nor fear a ſuperſtitious vow. 


CCXXVIL 


A Lady lately, that was fully ſped 
Of all the pleaſures of the marriage-bed, 
Ask'd a phyſician, Whether were more fit, 
For Venus ſports, the morning, or the night? 
The good old man made anſwer, as 'twas meet, 
The morn more wholſome, but the night more ſweet. 
Nay then, i'faith, quoth the, ſince we have leiſure, 
We'll to'teach morn for health, each night for pleaſure. 


1 
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CC XXVII.. 


ixz madam Vos d be, wherefore ſhould you fear, | 
That love to make ſo well, a child to bear? 

The world reputes you barren ; but I know, | 
Your pothecary, and his drugs ſay, No. 
Is it the pain affrights ? that's foon forgot. gd 
Or your complexion's'lofs ?' you have a pot, | 
That can reſtore that. Will it hurt your feature ? 
To make amends, you're thought a wholſome creature. 
What ſhould the cauſe be? —— oh, you live at court ; 
And there's both loſs of time, and loſs of ſport, 
In a great belly. Write then on thy womb, 
Of the not born, yet bury'd, here's the tomb. 


1 


CCXXIX. 


D LVL Us ſexton from phyſician is 

Of late become; and tis not much amiſs : 
For now t'inter his care he may phy. 

In this, thoſe kill'd in that capacity. 


_ ® Ccmpare this with Ne. LXXXVII. 


Ccxxx. 


4 Colledion of Epigrams. 


een 


OC xXx. 


GGSN wy 
Or in her nuptial, or her winding ſheet. 0 
I know but two. good hours, chat women have 3  - 
One in the bed, another in the grave. 
This of the whole ſex all 1 would deſire, | 

Is to enjoy their aſhes, or their fire. 


CCXXXI. 
. On @ beauti iful Lach, with .a fime Price. 


5 6 was ſaid of old, the 7hracian's pow'rful ſong 
1 The rocks could move, and melt the Stygian 
| throng ;_ 
And that his wife did io in form excel, 
The doating huſband fetch'd her back from hell: 
But, what verſe durſt not feign, in you we bnd: 
The tuneful voice, and beauteous frame conjoin'd ; 
The various charms, united, ſhine i in thee, | 
Of fabled Orpheus and Emydice. | | 
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4 This ſeems to be à kin to the Uekb 4 Ne. CLXXVI. 


| CCXXXI1I. 


CCXXXII. 
On Sir FR ANIS Drake drown'd, 


W. Drake firſt found, there laſt he loſt his fame : 
And for his tomb left nothing but his name: 
His body's bury d under ſome great wave; 

The ſea, that was his glory, is his grave. ) 
Of him no man true epitaph can make : 

For who can ſay, Here lies fir Francis Drake ? 


CCXXXIIL 
On Corinna's Wiſh. f 
Kar theſe flowers were men, wiſh, Ds = 


T more + 

For ſoon, were they ſo, they mu fruitleſs 2 | 
The reverſe of thy with is made plain ev ry hour, © 
By thy cruel inconſtance, that man's but a flow'r. 
When he's freſh in his youth, aud in gaiety dreſt, 
You freely vouchſafe him a place in your breaſt; 
But, ſoon as his bloom, and his beauty decay, 

Like a flower, that's wither'd, you fling him away. 


: L CCXXXIV, 
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CCXXXIV. 


M* love and I for kiſſes plaidz + | 

1 She would keep ſtakes ; I was content: 
But when I won, ſhe would be paid; 

I., angry, ask'd her, what ſhe meant ? 

Nay, fince, quoth ſhe, you wrangle thus in vain, 
Give me my kiſſes back; take yours again, 


PEE — — „„ 


CCXXXV, 
The real Afictian. 


Der, a widow, paſt her prime, a 
Her ſpouſe long dead, her wailings doubles; 8 
Her real griefs increaſe by time; 

And what abates, improves her troubles. 


Thoſe pavgs, her prodent hopes fupprelt; 

Impatient now, ſhe cannot ſmother ; 

How ſhould the helpleſs woman reſt ? 5 
One's gone; nor can ſhe get another. 


ccxxxvi. 


A Collection 10 Epigrams. 


ccxXXVI. 
The true Reaſon. 
ELI1NDA n&er appears till night: 


And what won't female envy ſay ? 1 
But well ſhe knows, ſhe ſhines ſo bright, | 


Her preſence may ſupply the day. 


CCXXXVII 


UL TIA, young, wanton, flung the gather'd ſnow, 
Nor fear'd I burning from the watry blow: 
'Tis cold, I cry'd ; but, ah ! too foon I found, 
Sent by that hand, it dealt a  ſeorching wound. 


Reſiſtleſs fair! we fly thy pow'r in vain, 4 5 


Who turn'ſt to fiery darts the frozen rain. 
Burn, Julia, burn like me; and that deſire, 


With water which thou kindleft, quench with fire. 


— U 


- 


CCXXX VIII, 


We thou had'ſt beauty leſs, or virtue more; 
For nothing's uglier, than a pretty whore. 


L 2 CCXXXIX. 
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CCXXXIX. 
A Caſe to the CIVIL IAXVsò. 


NES went, he thought, to $!yles's wile to bed 3 
Nor knew his own was laid there in her ſtead : 
Civilian, is the child he then begot 


To be allow'd legitimate, or not ? 


. 
| 


4 3 Cuſtom. 
Both _—_——— both receive with grief: 

The Thracian infant, ſnatch'd by death away, 
Both parents to the grave with joy convey. | : 
This, Greece and Rome you with derifion view: 
This is mere 7hraciar ignorance to you: 
But if you weigh the cuſtom you deſpiſe, © - 
This T}racian ignorance may teach the wiſe. 


W n EY Pontius with'd, an edict might be paſt. 
That cuckolds ſhould into the ſea be caſt; 
His wife, aſſenting, thus reply'd to him: 

But firſt, my dear, I'd have you learn to ſwim. 


CCXLI. 
In Imitation of MART 1A T, " FE Eg. 6: 


—— , tho” with ſcraps of others wit, Ws 
You hope a borrow'd fame to get; 
Believe me, tis an idle thought : 
For ſilence can't, like books,. be bought. 


ccxLIII. 
& Lawy III Reputation. 


H' comes it, chat Nuubas thorld paſs for a wit? 
He ſold what he ſpoke, and he bought what he 
writ. 


" - I FI * 
 ECXLTY,, 


CCXLIV. 


On the Marriage of ED. HEREERT Eſq, ard 
Mrs, ELIZABETH HERBERT. 


U ID one day ask'd his mother, 

When ſhe meant he ſhould be wed. 
You're too young, my boy, Ihe ſaid; 

Nor has nature made another, | 
Fit to match with Cup:4's bed. 


'oþid then het fight directed 
To a lately wedded pair ; 

{here himſelf the match effected 
They as youthful, they as fair. 


Having, by example, carry'd 
This firſt point in the diſpute ; 

Wearfeley, next he faid, s not marry'd ;-- 
Her's with Cupid's charms may ſuit, 


CCXLV. N 
On Mais. 1 


M' $T maids reſemble Eve, now in their lives, 
YEA Who are no | ſooner women, but are wives. 


CCXLVI.. 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


CCXLVI. 


On the Picture of SUSANNA, 


8 with pity we behold, 
Condemn'd to letchers, impotent and old: 
With wond”rous art the pencil ſhews, ſhe fears 
The faint addreſſes, —— not the force of years. 
©. 


— —_ 


- CCXLVII. 


On BEN. Ions zor s Buſt, lately ſet up in 
Weſtminſter-Abbey, with the Buttons on 


the wrong ee ep? Pr io EY 
ON. Ben. Johnſon ! what, a turn - coat grown ! 
Thou ne'er wert ſuch, till thou wert dad in ſtone. 
When time thy coat, thy only coat, impairs ; 
Thou'lt find a patron in a hundred years: 
Then let not this miſtake diſturb thy ſprite 3 
Another age ſhall ſet thy buttons right. 


CCXLVIIL 


* 
A — 
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A Coltefion of Epigrams, 


CCXLVII. 


Toa | young Lady : With the Lord Hauirax's 
Advice to 8 Daughter. 


A” te, Coſmelia, by the wiſe is lo Vd, 

And where tis wanted leaſt, is moſt approv'd. 
What, tho". it teach bat what you now behave ? 

A friend may offer, What a father gave. 

What, tho” you need it not ? yet kindly take ; 
And read it oft and oft,. for others ſake : | 
In faireſt light their duty then they'H view; 

The precept this, the bright example you. 


CCXLIX.* . . ; 


A ſeaſunadle 3 
LL fleſh is frall, poor A knows: 


Laſt ſunday, in an upper pew, 1 ** 
Down dropt his palate, and his noſe * 32 7 1 
And prov'd the doctor's maxim true. 

Vile Ne. CXXXVII 
# 1 ** CCL, 
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CCL. 
Venus * 


Dorey call d Cupid t other day 1 
(Her rage ſhe could no longer ſmother) 
With Che always muſt you ſtay ? 
Where is your duty to your mother ? 


On her, inceſſant, you attend : 
Is not this, ſirrah, very fine ? 

And now to her all hearts muſt bend ; _ 
Nor pay one vow at Fenus ſhrine. 


Vain fears, mamma! the urchin cry'd ; 
You ſtill ſhall reign o'er gods, and Jove: 
Che to limits ſtrict is ty'd ; 
She rules below ; but you above. 


A: Colleftjon of Epigratns: 


CCLI. 


xg golden hair, that Galla weats, 
Is hers : who would ha' thought it? 
She ſwears tis hers ; 
For I know where ſhe bought it. 


2a 


M 


8 


and true ſhe ſwears 3 


CCLII- 


* 


4 Coleition of 'Epigrams. 


C. 
Imitaled from BUCHANAN. 


— man * that beliey'd, a rich handſome young 

widow | 
| - Liv'd for twenty fair years, and yet no harm did do, | 
| *Mong ſo many ſtrapping, ſtout, broad-ſhoulder'd ſel- 


lows ; 


Wanted more than his eyes; tho? writers won't 


tell us. 


_ ccm. 
. An old Man, and a young Wench. 


A x old ftale widower, loving a young wench, 

Told her, nought but herſelf his love could quench, 
Good fir, quoth ſhe, your luſtful ſuit'withdraw : pe 
. You ſhall not thatch my new houſe with old ſtraw. 


. UE” Rr" 


CCLIV. 
—. they ſay, has wit; for what? | þ 
For writing? — No; for writing not. 


Wemer, 


CCLY. 


A Callectian of Epigrams. | 


'*I" * ©, "7 1e j J 


CCLV., 
To a Lady, who wore Patches. 


] Know your heart cannot ſo guilty be, 

That you ſhould wear thoſe ſpots for vanity ; 
Or, as your beauty's trophies, put on one 
For ev'ry murder, which your eyes have done: 
No, they're your mourning weeds for hearts forlorn 3 - 
Which tho' you mult not love, you could not ſcorn ; 
To whom ſince cruel honour does deny 
Thoſe joys, could only cure their miſery ; 
Yet you this noble- way to grace 'em found, 
Whilſt thus your grief their martyrdom has crown'd: 
Of which take heed you prove not prodigal ; 
For if, to ev'ry common funeral, 
By your eyes martyr'd, ſuch grace were allow'd, 
Your face would wear not patches, but a cloud. 


—_— — 
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COLES LS 
0 UILTY, be wiſe; and tho! thou know't the crimes 


Be thine, I tax, yet do not own my rhymes : 
'T were madneſs in thee; to, betray thy fame, 
And perſon, to the world, ere I thy name. 


* C:mycrc th's with NV. Cx XX. 
M 2 CCLVII. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCEVH. 


AvuLvus and CALtnus: Initated from 
BUCHANAN. 


Gave Calenxs once a civil dun; 

He, courtier-like, cry'd, -- Pr'ythee, get thee gone. 
The ſum was Oh, five thouſand ſeſterces. 
Thus croſt, I went to Aulus for advice: 

He bad me proſecute, and ſwore it was 

Nothing more juſt ; ſo undertook the cauſe : 
When ſome five years he'd had th' affair in hand, 
For fourſcore pounds he makes a ſmall demand. 

Leſt the remainder of my cauſe ſhould waſte 
Th' unequal ſtock both of my days and cheſt, 

What ſhould I do? —— I found, without a pauſe ; 
I left ny lawyer, and T dropt my cauſe ; 5 


eL. 


R'YTHEE, is not miſs C's a comical caſe ? 
She lends out her tail, and ſhe borrows her face. 


CCLIX. 


On the Expulſion f a Aan of the Heuſe of 
Commons, for an Attempt to bribe a Mem- 
ber of @ Secret Committee, | 


* 


7 raiſe a lady's expectations high, 

With hopes of ſome approaching bliſs char nigh 
To tempt her to her chamber ; ſhut the door ; 

Then make acknowledgments ; and do no more: 

Has ſhe not reaſon loudly to complain 

Of — the corrupt intention of the ſwain ? 


— _— 
© ERC aa nh 
- Initited"frem Bvcnanan.” oy 


] Know not, whether, in Narcifs” glaſs, 

Matchleſs Corinna, you e'er ſaw your face: 
But this I know ] vwith beauties all your o.õn 
Matchleſs Corinna i is enamour'd grown. 
The youth ſome reaſon for his frenzy had; 
What made him ſo, made many others mad. 
Your cauſe is leſs, therefore your madneſs more 3: 
Without a rival you yourſelf adore, 


M z ccLxI. 
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4 Colleftion of Epigrams. 
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CCLXI. 
On CHEVERILL the Lawyer. 
o cauſe, nor client fat, will Chea'rill leeſe; 
But, as they come, on both ſides he takes fees, 


And pleaſeth both: for while he melts his greaſe 
For this, that wins, for whom he holds his peace. 


| ET; * — „ 
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CCLXII. 


. 


A aa ond © my verſes libels are ; 
And threatens the Star- chamber, and the bar: 
What are thy pet'lant pleadings, Chev'r4/}," then, 
That quitt'ſt ay . and raileſt at the men ? 


Er 


ccLXIII. 


O R NUTUS call'd his wife both whore and ſlut: 
Quoth ſhe, - You'll never leave your brawling ; but -- 
But what? quoth he: quoth ſhe, Your poſt, or door; 
For you have horns to but, if I'm a whore, 


CCLXIV. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


cclxxiv- 
Upon ene ſtealing a Pound of Candles. 


1GHT-FINGER'D Catch, to keep his hands in ure, 
Stole any thing © of this you may be ſure, 
That he thinks all his own, which once he handles, _ 
For practice ſake did ſteal a pound of candles ; 
Was taken in the act: O fooliſh wight ! 
To ſteal ſuch things, as needs muſt come to , 


COLI = cb oy nts 
On a WELSHMAN. 


A Man of Wales, betwixt St. David's day and Eaſter, © 
Ran in his hoſtefs' ſcore, for cheeſe great Rath A 
teſter : 
His hoſteſs chalks it up behind the door ; ; 
And ſays, For cheeſe, come, ſir, diſcharge this * 7 
Cot zounds, quoth he, what meaneth theſe ? 
D'ye think, hur know not chalk from cheeſe ? 


1 
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4 Collection of Epigrams. 


CCLXVI, 


To the. Lady ISABELLA THYNNE, cutting 
Trees in Paper. 
F A1R hand, that can on virgin - paper write, 
Vet from the ſtain of ink preſerve it white; 
Whoſe travel o'er that ſilver field does ſhow, 
Like track of leverets in morning ſnow ! 
Love's image thus in pureſt minds is wrought, 
Without a ſpot or blemiſh to the thought. 
Strange ! that your fingers ſhould the pencil foil, 
Without the help of colours, or of oil: | 
For, tho' a painter boughs and leaves can make, 
"Tis you alone can make them bend and ſhake ; 
Whoſe breath ſalutes your new-created grove, 
Like ſouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the foreſt dance ; but you 
Can make the motion, and the foreſt too. 
A poet, when he would deſcribe his mind, 
Is, as in language, ſo in fame confin'd * 
Your works are read, where: ever there are men: 


So far the /ci/er goes beyond the pen. 


9% 
* 


CCLXVII. 


CCLX VU. 
On the Birth-day of King GzoRGE 1. 


Which happen d the Day before ihe R Z $T o- 
RATION. | 


22 watchful o'er young Ammon's fate, 
Helper divine, does on Ohmpia wait: 
Anxious, from ſtately Eg retires, 

Leaves the fam'd temple to devouring fires ; 
Concern'd to introduce fo great a name, 
Suffers her dome to periſh. in a flame. 
So, whilſt our bleſſing yet lay unreveal'd, V. 
A happy burden in the womb conceal'd, 

Sophia was the charge of ev'ry far; 
No leſs employ was Providente's care: 'Y 
Britannia lab'ring, with conyulfions torn, 

Charles could not be reſtor'd, till George was born. 


. 
. 
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CCLXVIII. 
OI eee, 
The in his ſtudy, he hath ſo much care 


To hang all old ſtrange things, let's wife beware. 
CCLXIX. 


4 Collection of Epigrams. 


ccLxIx. 


| o loves only me, ſhe vows ; 
And yet will have another : 
So ſhe's reſoly'd to hate her ſpouſe, 
And jilt her deareſt lover. 


Thus hypocrites the church frequent, 
Not out of pure devotion ; 


But to be counted each a ſaint, 
And gain himſelf promotion. 


CCLXX. 


* ſons of Mari, your courage boaſt no more; 
Since we that feel Belinda's fatal pow'r, 

More danger know than you, - - What tho' you've been 
Where cannons roar, and horror ſwells the ſcene ? 
Your flying ſquadrons quit the duſty plain, 

Retreat from death, to live and fight again. 

In war but one may, of a hundred, die; 

In love, we know not what it is to fly ; 

For only one can happy be, and live, 

Of thouſands, who Belinda's darts receive. 


CCLXXI 


TY father all | from thee, by his laſt will, 
Gave to the poor: thou haſt good title ſtill. 


[4 Dn 3 
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CCLXXII. 


For Lo vr. 


0 . e eee ee ſame meaning bear ; 
For he that loves not, has of life no ſhare : 
Therefore a conſort heav'n ordain'd for man, 
Knowing all bleſſings had been elſe in vain. 


— — — 


CCEXXAUL. 
Againſt Love, 
0 ore to periſh, - - - the ſame meaning have : 
Had man ne'er lov'd, he ne'er had been a ſlave ; 


When heav'n forbad the tree of knowledge firſt, 
Not forming woman, man had ne'er been curſt. 


; CCLXXIV. 


A Collection of Epigra ms. 
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CCLXXIV. 


On the Promotion of Dr, T—— to the See 
of C A—R x. 


WII Nebat's fam'd fon a the old wad 
Of deliv*ring ten tribes from ſlav'ry to laws, 
Leſt the job ſhould be fpoil'd, or done but by halves, 
He took his prieſts from the mob, and his god from 
the calves: 
But our hero, more wiſe, the deli rers out- vy d all ; 
Made a calf the high - prieſt, and himſelf the calf's idol. 


— 


„* — * 
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; CERN a 1s 
Ou Owen S WAN Tobacco-Papers. 


. aged Swan, oppreſe d by time and cares, 
With Hidian ſweets his funeral prepares: 
Light up the pile; thus he'll perfame the ſkies ; 
And, . pheenix-like, from his own aſhes riſe. 


25S 
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GCLXXVI- 


CCLXXVI. 
| Imitated from BVUcHANAN. x 
* LLIS, my thoughts you often pray, 
About your face's wearing; | 


Yet never credit what I ſay, 
Until you hear me ſwearing. 


Then may I want a place to dwell in, 
And a kind buxom ſhe, 4 
If I think Leda, nay, or Helen, 
Can be compar'd with thee. 


For heroes did theſe damſels woe, 
Yet ſigh'd in ſober ſadneſs ; 

Whoever falls in love with you, 
Runs headlong into madneſs. 


1— IT 


CCLXXVII. 


Hr poor wiſe, without bed or blanket ; 
But dead as a door nail: God be thanked ! 


* This epigre m is im tated alſo by another hand; ſee NV. COXX. 
the original 18 too long to be given here; but in ſome mealure tu en- 
able our readers to judge of theſe two performances, the laſt Lne, 
which contains the fting, 3s 3 . 

Sed viſquis amat te, Leonora, furit. 
£68 CCLXXVILL. 


CCLXXVIII. 


On Flowers embroider'd by a young 
RESET .: 


T 118 charming bed of flow'rs when Flora ſpy d, 

By Hlawvia's needle wrought ; enrag'd, ſhe cry d; 
Still to be vanquiſh'd by her is my doom; 

Mine early fade, but hers ſhall ever bloom ; 

Bloom like her face, that ſtings me to the heart ; 
Surpaſt in beauty, as excell'd in art. 


CCLXXIX. 


8 N forms, like yours, want ornaments of dreſs ? 
Beauty, like truth, ſhines moſt in nakedne/+. 
Dreſſing may ſkreen deformities from view; 

But ev'n adornment does but /badow you ! 

Moſt, but by what they wear, are lovely made; 
You, madam, loſe, -when-e'er you ſeek ſuch aid, 
While others dreſs, their lovers hearts to warm, 


Fou put ef nothing, but what veiPd a charm. 


2. 
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CCLXXX. 


Dis Celia's perſon and her mind agree, 

What mortal could behold her, * 4 
But nature has, in-pity to mankind, 

Enrich'd the image, and defac'd the mind. 


CCLXXXI. 


To the Right Honourable A x r u Ry Len 7 
ANGLESEY, 


þ the old * Samian Joftrine of ſpirits be true, 
Then Cicero's ſoul does penance in you: 

For Jove, when he ſaw him ſo fond of applauſe, 
Which ſway'd him much more than the client or cauſe 1 
Determin'd his ſoul to your body to doom, 


7 


Great, as when firſt he aſtoniſh'd old Rome; 


With all his own virtues, a ſecond time, bleſt ; _ 

And fortitude added, to crown all the reſt : 

But to check the vain-glory, that reign'd in his Hirit, 
He gave you an ear, that can't bear your own merit. 


hagoras, who firſt taught the tranſmigration of Culs, was 
of 51S 


CCLXXXII. 


C C LXXXII 
On bearing an ugly Woman fo 


Ne ſhame purſue my medling fight ! 
Would I had been all ear, to night! 
Sweet is her voice, as flow'rs in Tune: 
But ne'er was face ſo out of tune. 
Lower than gammut are her eyes: 
Her noſe does above ela riſe ! 
Were I to ehuſe myſelf a dear, 
1 Not by my eye, but by my ear, 
| Here would I fix,. could I but woo 
be ſound, without the ſubſtance too. 
* Some women are all tongue; ——— and oh! 
What joy *twould be, were this but fo ! 
b Harmonious gods ! to eaſe my mind, 
W Or ftrike herdumb, or make me blind. 


— 


cd XX Tin. |; 


= | > HILST, from the tears young widows ſhed, 
als. Their pious grief you ſcan ; | * 

Know, tis not for the huſband dead » | 
They weep ; but for the man. 


CCLXXXIV. 


4 Colicion of Rpigrams. 


On a WELSHMAN. 


Welhman, coming late into an inn, 
Aſked the maid, what meat there was within: 
Cow-heels; ſhe anſwer'd, and a breaft of mutten: 
But, quoth the Veſſman, fince I ani no glutton, 
Either of both ſhall ſerve ; to- night the break, - 

The heels i“ th' morning; then liyht ment is bel: 
At night he took the breaſt, and did not pay z _ 
P th* morning took his heels, and ran . 


CCLXXXV. 
05 Favstbb, and FLOOR. 


[7 AUSTUS fabb'4 Fre: and would you know why & 
He, being a ſoldier, ſhe gave him the ye: 

Nay, yet the deſperate wenck would not refrain © | 

To give him the lye, till he ftabb'd her again. 
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A Coleition of Epigrams. 


CCLXXXVI. 
On a bad PorrT.. 


r a poet ! why, thou'rt merry: | 
Bat-pr'ythe, where's thy judgment, Ferry ? 
What, he, with his damn'd fuſtian ſtrains? 
Believe me, if to th' muſes he larly dn 
Belongs, their pack-horſe he muſt be, 
To bear what Pega/us diſdains. 


CCLXXXVIL _ 


On a CIVILIAN. 


„ 0 


A Luſty, old, grave, and grey-headed fire, , 
Stole to a wench, to quench his luſt's defire : 
She ask'd him, what profeſſion he might be: 

I am a civil-lawyer, girl, quoth hjge: = 9 
N A civil lawyer, ſir? yon make me muſe; | l 
Pour talks too broad for civil men to uſe: minds s' 
If civil lawyers are ſuch bawdy men, 

Oh what, quoth ſhe, are other lawyers then 2 


po 


| 1 
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CCLXXXVIII. 


On, a Lady who wrote in 2 of MIR a, 
3 7 
I HILST ſhe pretends to — the graces known 
Of matchleſs Mira, ſhe reveals her ./õm; 
And when ſhe would another's praiſe indite, N 
Is, by her glaſs, inſtructed how to write. 


— — — 
1 — — = * 


CCLXXXIX. 
On CoRACINE. 


W nr Criſpulus is that; in a new gown, » 

All trimm'd with loops and buttons, up md 

down ? 

That leans there on his arm, in private chat 
With tay young wife? what Criſpulus is that? «1 
He's proctor of a court, thou ſaiſt, and does 4 41 
Some bus'neſs of thy wife's : thou brainleſs gooſe, | 
He does no bus'neſs of thy wife's, not he; 
He does thy bus'neſs, Coracine, for thee. 


915 
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N 2 CCXC. 


To one marry'd to an old Man. 


(charms, 
Cavan thou would'ſt needs, bewitch'd with ſome ill 
Be bury'd in thoſe monumental arms ; 
All we can wiſh, is, May that earth lie light 


Upon thy tender limbs; and ſo good night. 

1 | CCXCL 
j 

| To PLAYWRIGHT. 
W P LATWRIGHTmereads, and ll wy vrſesdamns 
1 He ſays, I want the tongue of epigrams 3 
1 I have no ſalt; no bawdy, he doth mean; 
4 For witty, in his language, is obſcene. 
.n Playwright, I loath to have thy manners known 
14 In my chaſte book; profeſs them in thine own. 
1 | | 


l 
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_ CCXCIL. 
Femine ludificantur viros. 


1nD Kath'rine kiſt her hufband, with theſe words; 
Mine own ſweet Vill, how dearly do I love thee ! 
If true, quoth Vill, the world no ſuch affords ; 
And that tis true, I durſt his warrant be. 
For ne'er heard I of woman, good or ill, 
But always loved beſt her own ſweet will. 


Arms — 
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CCXCIII. 


Tunc tua res agitur. 


A — that a ſailor met, 
Ask'd him the reaſon, why he meant to m 
Knowing what ill their abſence might beget, 

That ftill at ſea conſtrained are to tarry : 8 
Sir, quoth the ſailor, think you that ſo ſtrange? 
e n 


CCXCTIV. 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCXCIV. 
On the Death of Marv, Counteſs of 


4 of dy 


452774 this ſable hearſe, 
Lies the ſubject of all verſe, 
Sidney's ſiſter, Pembroke's mother. 
Death, ere thou haſt kill'd another, 
Fair, and learned, good, as ſhe, 
Time ſhall throw his dart at thee. 


CCXCV. 
On Woukx. 


wW OMEN are books, and men the readers be, 
In whom oft-times they great errata 063 
Here ſometimes we a blot, there — 

A leaf mifplac'd, ar leaft a line awry: : 

If they are books, I wiſh that my wife were 
An almanack, to change her ev'ry year, 


CCXCVI. 


& Colleffion of Bpigrams. 


CCXCVL 


n uxorem optatam.. 


Batchelor would have a wife, that's wiſe, 

Flair, rich, and young, 'a maiden,” fo his hed, 

Nor prond, nor churliſh, e rde 1 
A country houſeviſe, in the city bred. | 
But he's a fool, ig in ind tak; | 
He Win her; thenth none A 
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ROS = © OG ccxcvll. . 


ans Lib nc Eyk 69. 


EY Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, fit, or walk, 
Still he can nothing but of New:a talk; 
Let him eat, drink, ask queſtions, . OF diſpute 5 1 A 


Still he muſt ff ak of Neva, or he mute. 4} 144 
He writ to” 5 father,” ending with this line ; & ' 3 -oH 
I am, ty Tbowe'y Neuf @, < ever thine, 2 50 1 1 


* - . » 
COT TIT —Vñ— 


Pee, CCXCVIII. 


Epitaph. on Cardinal RI HELIEV. 


TAY, traveller; for all you want, is near. 
Wiſdom and pow'r I ſeek. —— They both lie here, 
Nay, but I look for more; and raiſe my aim 
To wit, taſte, learning, elegance, and fame. 
Here ends your journey then: for there the ſtore | 
Of Richelitu lies. Alas repeat ho more. 
Shame on my pride ! what hope is left for me, 
When here death treads on all that man can be? 


cx 
1 Holidum. ts wks 


A Tuflce willing or the frown Thames, 
The ice about him round began to crack: 
He faid to's man, Here is ſome danger, James ;- 
I pr'ythee, help me over on thy back. ; 


185 


CC. 
4 ſodcotꝰ 
Es, ev'ry poet a fool; vod rs 


— 


By demonſtration Ned can ſhow it: 
Happy, if Ned's inverted rule 
Prove ev'ry fool to be a poet. 


ms 
* — * 


— 


CCCI. 
The Cure of Love. 

HEN, Che, I confeſs my pain, . 
In gentle words you Pity ſhow : 


But gentle words are all in vain ; 
Such gales my flame but higher blow. 


Ah! 6— yon teathe Gacrds: d 


Vour conqu'ring eyes have keenly made: 


Yourſelf, upon my bleeding heart 
Yourſelf; fair Che; muſt be laid. 


Thus, for the viper's ſting, we know, 
No ſurer remedy is found, 

Than to apply the tort'ring foe, | 
And ſqueeze his venom on the wound. 


O 


24 
„ 
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CCCIT, 


Written by a can * at e in 
4 Glaſs. 


vw HEN I revolve this EIN 
How fleeting is its form, how ſhort its date; 
My being and my ſtay dependent ſtill 
Not on my own, but on another's will ; 
I ask myſelf, as I my image view, 
Which is the real ſhadow of the two. 


— 
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CCCIII. * 
Death made eaſy. 


1 death muſt come, as oft as breath departs, 
Then he muſt often die, who often farts; 
And if to die, be but to loſe one's breath, 
Then death's a fart; and ſo a fart for death. 


— 


We think the coarſeneſs and indelicacy of this epigram abun- 
dantly aton'd for by its poignancy of tho 1 orngagra 
.conceit, whach juſtly entitle it to a place mn 


CCCIV, 


IV. 


, 
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CCCIV. 


On the SPECTATOR. | 


HEN firſt the Tatler to a mute was turn'd, 
Great-Britain for her cenſor's ſilence mourn'd ; 


Robb d of his ſprightly beams, ſhe wept the night, 


Till the SpeFator roſe, and blaz'd as bright. + i 
So the firſt man the ſun's firſt ſetting view'd ; * 
And ſigh'd, till circling day his joys renew'd ; -PY 
Yet doubtful how that ſecond ſun to name, | 


Whether a bright ſucceſſor, or the ſame : 48 * 
we ; but now from this ſuſpenſe are freed, bg 
Since all agree, who both with judgment read, | 


Tis the ſame fun, and does himſelf ſucceed. 


— 


„ d #4, 
Anger ſoon appea d. . 


W uEN John Cornutus doth his wife reprove, 
For being falſe and faithleſs in her love; 

His wife, to ſmooth thoſe wrinkles on his brow, 

Doth ſtop his mouth with, Job, come &iſs me now. 


CCCVI. 


Epitaph on Mr. HarxcovrT's Tomb, 
Written by Mr. Poys. 


1 this fad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art, draw near: 
2 Here lies the end moſt wept, the /on moſt dear; 
Who ne'er knew joy, but friendſhip might divide; 
$5 Nox gave his father grief, — but when he dy'd. 
How vain is reaſon ! eloquence how weak 
ll. - When Pope muſt tell, what Harcourt cannot ſpeak. 
oh: Vet 7et let thy once-Jov'd friend inſcribe the ſtone ; thy 
And with a father's ſorrows, mix his own. 
Ah no! *tis vain to ſtrive ; it will not be; 
No grief, that can be told, is felt for thee. 


1 | | | ate 
4 CCCVII. 
On a Riding-bouſt turn'd into a „ 


A Chapel of the riding-houſe is made: 

Thus we once more ſee Chriſt in manger laid ; 
Where ſtill we find the jockey-trade ſupply'd, 
The laymen bridled, and the clergy ride. 


CCCVIL 


* 
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CCCVII. 
Epitarb on a Man and bis Wife, 
TAY, batchelor, if you have Wits | Gian A 8 
A wonder to behold: r 
Huſband and wiſe, in one dark pit, bad. © 
5 Lie aal. and never ſcold, 89 : 


Tread ſoftly tho', for fear ſhe wakes ! =——_—_ , , 
Hark, ſhe begins already : o+ " 

You've hurt my head; — my ſhoulder akes ; : * 
Theſe ſots can ne er move ſteady. 


Ah friend! with happy freedom bleſt | rn 
See how my hope's miſcarry d. 
Not death itſelf can give you reſt, 
Unleſs you die unmarry'd. 


LEAR 2 


kr 2 AR.» * Dey = 


* Am unable, yonder beggar cries, 
To ſtand, or move; if he ſays true, he lies. 


122 0 3 CCCX-- 


III. 
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Sees 


CCC. 
. ITH —— * to that /ame a well- 


A neighbouring — had oft been familiar: 
The huſband, this learning, flies ſwift to the field ; 
And, ſword in hand, enters, where then the clown 
till'd; 
And ſwagg' ring, out bellows, while yet at a diſtance, 
So ho, friend, — did you lend my rib your aſſiſtance, 
To furniſh my forehead ? Here Hache, for the nonce, 
Left the plough, and ſoon pick'd up a skirtful of ſtones « . 
Then, on the defenfive —— Your wife I have rid -— 
Gad, it's well you confeſs'd it, very well that you did: 
Heav'n knows, what revenge I defign'd to have taken; 
But this ample confefhon has quite fav'd your bacon. 


3 Ld — ne 


ECCXI. 


2 

22 me. | 

TA flattring picture, Pine, s like to thee 
Only in this, chat you both painted be. 


LAME 


. 


4 Collection of Epigrams. 


D 
Cccxl. 


On Dr. Cape's dying by his 020n Recipe. 


6 2 who had ſlain ten thouſand men, 
With that ſmall inſtrument, a pen, a 

Being ſick, unluckily he try d 

The point upon himſelf, and dy'd. 


CCCXIII 


Ou MASSE VI Sermon,” 


W r* told, by one of the black robe, 
The dey'l inoculated Job: 
Suppoſe *tis true, what he does tell ; 

Pray, neighbours, did not Fob do well ? 

OE NA: decturersof Sf 


CCCXIV, 


HENCE comes it, that, in Clara's face, 
The lily only has a place? 
Fs it, that the abſent roſe 
Is gone to paint her huſband's noſe? 


148 


0 4 CCCXV. 


of We pious Hy POCRIT'E, 


OL gay, but looks devout, | © .} 
And fcripture-proofs ſhe throws about, 
When firſt you try to win her 
But pull your fob of guineas out, 
Fee Fenny firſt, and never doubt 
To make the ſaint a finner. 


Baxter by day is her 2elight ; 
No chocolate muſt come in ſight, 
Before two morning chapters: ; 
But, leſt the. ſpleen ſhould ſpoil her quite, "26" 2TKF 
She takes a civil friend at night, 5 
To raiſe her up _— 7 9 38 $:099 — 


6 — gay _ 5 

All night her fiery tail diſplay, 

Encourag'd by the darl a 

And yet the ſullen thing, all day, 

Snug, in the lonely thicket lay, 
And hid the native ſpark. 


S 
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I. 
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CCCXVI. 


VERSES ind to a Sheet, in which 4 Fe 
ftoed to do Penance in the Church, 


H ſtand I, for whores as great 
To caſt a ſcornful eye on: 
Should each whore here be doom's a ſheet, - — 


You © Non wane ene AER 


44 # 2 , 91 8901 
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8 fir John to my lady, 28 
My dear, ſhall we fup firſt, or 0 you oo 


With an innocent ſmile, repty*d deaf th 
Sir Fahy, what you pleaſe 3 — but ſupper's not rad. 


" 
e XX PIE 
" On Vun gui To IRS Tun 


D* Ziv tive, that ſage, whoſe piercing mind © 
Found virtue wanted nought to charm pre 
But to aſſume a body ; he might ſee 
His bright ideas verify'd in thee. 


+ „ Ts 
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DDD 


CCCXIX. * 


F“ Ur/y, in a merry mood, 
Conſulted her phyſician, 

What time was beſt to ftir the blood, 
And ſpirits, by coition. 


Quoth Feedward, If my judgment's right, 
And anſwer worth returning, 

You'll find it pleaſanteſt o'er night, 
Moſt wholſome in the morning. 


Quoth C, Then, for pleaſure's fake, 

Each ew ning will I take it; „ 
And ev'ry morning, when I wake, __ »| 
My conſtant phyſick make it. 


— — — — 


CCCXX. 


F 


Xx On a 2 e Houſe, adorn'd with Statues. % 
ſes: 4 Aare m * mes 1 Hand 
* walls are nh 65my the ſervants thin, 
The gods without, the dev'l within. 4 
* Thi a verſion Latin epi written by Antal Cru- 
Cone Qi rk will 42 — of Ne. CCKXVII.. 
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N W 19%; JAE Ro WEIL 2 


CCCXXI. 
On the Tax upon SALT. 


T HE emblem oꝰ th* nation, ſo grave and pet 
On the emblem of wiſdom have laid an exciſe : 
Pray tell me, grave ſparks, and youranfwerdon'tſmother, 
Why one repreſentative taxes another. 

The commons on ſalt a new impoſt have laid ; 

To tax wiſdom too, they moſt humbly are pray d: 

For tell me, ye patrons of woollen and crape, 

Why the type ſhould be nne 


. . 8 
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— 1 00 
Swears the ſame faith to both, and both betrays, 
Na wonder, if to ſwear he's always free, 2h." F. 
. by, more than we. 8 


S - 


.*.-4 


* This was occaſion'd by a famous divine's taking the oaths” to 
King William, 


He had been concern'd in a con about the Trini 
wit he maintain'd to ſuch a (Samay => that people "x4 - * 
him a believer of three diſtiuct gods. 


wig OD Hetloeh &; . 4 * 


* 


i 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


cccxx III. 


On the Earl of MACGCCLESTIEI p. 


HEN the ſeals weredeliver'd to Macclesfie/d's charge, 
© Each god, for approving, gave reaſons at large: 
But Apo/l excepted, and ſaid, ſo much wit, 
With ſuch eloquence join'd, for that charge was unkt ; 
Leſt the injurd, who at his tribunal appear'd, 
And put in their complaints, with intent to be heard, 
Should feed on the honey, that dropt from his tongue, 
And, charm'd by his ſpeaking, forget their own wrong. 
Minerva too added His prudence is ſuch, 
As not to indulge his own judgment too much; 
And whoe'er he conſults, I clearly foreſee, 
« Muſt be ſome who know leſs of the matter than he; 
Old authors, | for inſtance --- thus men ſhall ny" 
That he ſuch opinions prefers to his own.* 


* Jove heard, and thus calmly deliver'd his thoughts: 
No nan is more guilty of theſe, and ſuch faults: 


Vet ſtill I've one reaſon, for which he is given; 
Io ſhew men, how juſtice is practis d in heaven. 
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CCCXXIV. 


8 WP For ys Anger: 


8 1 —— room other day, 

I, peeviſh, began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour ; 
You promis'd at two, and pray leok, child, tis four : 
A lady's watch needs neither figures, nor wheels ; 
'Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals : 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear — 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 
Lord bleſs me ! cry'd ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ! 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fell into my neck ; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a degree; 
But I know you would never believe one; pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt, what a mark it has made. 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplaid : 
That ſeat of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd ; | 
And forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have fad. 


— 
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CCCXXV. 
On Mr. HRARxR, the great ANTIQUARY. 


1 on't, ſays Time to Thomas Hearne, 
Whatever I forget, you learn. 


CCCXXVI. 
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A Colecria of Epigrams. 
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CCCXX VI. 
On MI RANDA, and byr Writings, 


E“ ſoft'ning charm of C/zz's ſmiling ſong, 
Montagu's foul, which ſhines divinely ſtrong, 
Theſe blend with graceful eaſe, to form thy rhyme, 
Tender, yet chaſte, ſweet-ſounding, yet ſublime : 
Wiſdom and wit have made thy works their care ; 
Each paſſion glows, refin'd by precept there ; 

To fair Miranda's form each grace is kind: 

The muſes and the virtues tune thy mind. 


1 


1 


4 CCCXXVIL 


A Lady wrote upon a Window ſome Verſes, 
intimating ber Deſign of never marrying ; 4 
Gentleman wrote theſe Lines underucath. 


, TDs who this reſolution took, 
Wrote it on glaſs, to ſhew it ſhould be broke. 


88 


3 CCCXXVIIL. 
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CCCXXVII. 


A Dunce's Speech at School, 


ns more I ſtrive to learn, the leſs I know; 
Thus, like a lobſter, do I backward go: 
In vain you teach, what I can't comprehend ; . 
Either your method, or my judgment mend. 


bees 


enn. 


WIr I had purchas'd a freſh whore, or coat, 
to For which I knew not how to pay, 
$xtus, that wretched, covetous, old fot, 


My antient friend, as he will ay ; 


, Le 1 mould borrow of him, took great care; _ 

z 6 And mutter'd to himſelf, aloud, | 
So as he knew I could not chuſe but hear, 
How much he to Secundus ow'd ; * 


And twice as much he paid for intereſt; 
Nor had one farthing in his truſty cheſt. 
If I had ask'd, I knew he would not lend: 
'Tis new, before-hand to deny a friend. 


III. 


a 
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CCCXXX. 
Tbe De Beau. 


2 thou doſt caſſa breathe, au foreign gums, 
Enough to put thy miſtreſs into fits ; _ 

Tho' Rome thy hair, and Spain thy gloves perfumes ; 
Few like, but all ſuſpect, thoſe borrow'd ſweets, 

The gifts of various nature come and go : 

He that ſmells always well, does never ſo. 


"i. - Fo & # 1 
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cccxxxl. 
J an angry Rival. 


£ ka not the fear of death, or ſmart, 
Makes me averſe to fight; _ n 
But to preſerve a tender heart, . 
Not mine, but Celia's right. 


Then let your fury be ſuppreſt, 
Not me, but Celia ſpare; Fe rd 
Your ſword is welcome to my breaſt, _ |. - 
When Celia i is not there. . 15 had 125 
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CCCXXXII. 


þ thou doſt want a horſe, thou buy'ſt a ſcore 
Or if a piece of wine, thoul't have a tun; 


* Swords, belts, or hats, does any cheat bring o'er, of T 
| At his own rate, thou wilt have all or none. 

"a Whilſt, out of wantonneſs, thou buy'ſt ſo faſt,, _ 

885 Out of mere want, thou wilt ſell all at laſt. 

— ccexxxII. 


The mutual Im perfection. | 1 


PHRYNE, as odious as youth well can be, 

The daughter of a courtier in high place, 
Met with a blund'ring ſot, that could not fee ;. | I 
| His blindneſs ſhe, . and that excus'd her face. = e 


Were ſhe not ugly, ſhe would him deſpiſe; 
Nor would he marry her, if he had eyes: 

To their defects they're for the match in debt: 
And, but for faults on both ſides, ne'er had mt. 


A Collection of Epigrams, 


CCCXXXIV. 


To his Qu1LL. 


Hou haſt been wanton ; therefore it is meet, 


Thou fhouldſt do penance : do it in a ſheet. *' 


cccxxxv. | 


0 the Tragedy of CASAR in Egypt. 


JULI US, whatever realm enjoys thy ghoſt, 
Ehfaum, or the ſphere ; forbear to boaſt 
Thy loves and trophic: on the Pharian coaſt. 


Thy fame is rack'd on Fortune's various wheel, 
And farc'd a more inglorious wound to feel 


From C — bos pen, than thou from Caſca's ſteel. 


Why, blind to deftiny, will man preſume, 
With politic defence, t'evade his doom, 
And change a preſent ill, for worſe to come? 


III-fated thou! on Pharmacu/a's ſtrand, 
To bribe, for life, a buccaneering band, 
Yet periſh by one poor wit-pirate's hand. 
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CCCXXXVI. 
On the SIXTRHENIGHT of the ſame. 


V HEN the pack'd audience from their poſt retir'd, 
| And Julius, in a gen'ral hits, expir'd ; 

Sage Booth to C-— ber cry'd, Compute our gains; 
Theſe dogs of Egypt, and their dowdy queans, 5 
But ill requite theſe habits, and theſe ſcenes. 

To rob Corneille for ſuch a motley piece ! 

His geeſe were ſwans ; —- but, zoons, thy ſwans are 
Rubbing his firm invulnerable brow, [ geeſe, —— 
The bard reply'd, The criticks muſt allow, 

*['was ne'er in Cæſar's deſtiny to run. 


Wikks bow'd, and bleſsd the gay pacikc pun. 


* 


3 


CCCXXXVIL 


MART. Lib. 1. Epig. 14. 
Won nid to her Pen gave the ſteel, 


Which from her bleeding fide did newly part; 


From my own ſtroke, ſaid ſhe, no pain I fee; 
But, ah! thy wound will itab me to the heart. 
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CCCXXXVIII. 


1 „Scæva, for more friends you care, 
Which thy great merit cannot want, 
For me an humble place prepare; [ 
That I am new, make no complaint : 


| I 
Your deareſt friends were ſtrangers once, like me ; 
Like them, in time, I an old friend may be, C 7 
If you no want of friendly virtues ſee. | 
ods I 
The MAIDENHEAD. y 
C LORIS, the prettieſt girl about the town, 
» Ask'd fifty guineas for her maidenhead ; 
I laugh'd ; but Caſcus paid the money down, 
And the young wench did to his chamber lead. 
This thrift my eager Cath did upbraid ; | 
And wiſh'd that he had grown 'twixt Caſcus thighs : 1 
Get me but half what his got him, I ſaid; Is 


And, to content thee, I'll ne'er ſtick at price. 


CCCX 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCXL. 


To a Lady of Pleaſure. 


M' heart is proud your chains to wear 
But reaſon will not ſtoop : 

I love that angel's face ; but fear 
The ſerpent in your hoop. 


That circle is a magic ſpell, 
To make the wiſeſt fall; 

Its centre black and deep, like hell, 
Contains the dev and all. * 


Vour eyes diſcharge the darts of love : 
But, oh, what pains ſucceed ! 

When darts ſhall pins and needles prove, 
And love, a fire indeed. 


CCCXLI. 


1 * thy wife conghs all night, and ſpits al day, 
Already thou believ'ſt thy fortune made: 

Her whole eſtate thou think'ſt thy ſudden prey: 
She will not die; but wheedles like a jade. 
33 CCCXLII. 
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CCCXLI. 


Advice to HowzsTvus. 


HAT bus'neſs, or what hope, brings thee to town, 
Who can'ſt not pimp, nor cheat, nor ſwear, 
nor lye ? 
This place will nouriſh no ſuch idle drone : 


Hence ; in remoter parts thy fortune try. 


But thou haſt courage, honeſty, and wit ; 

And one, or all theſe three, will give thee bread : 
The malice of this town thou knowꝰſt not yet; 

Wit is a good diverſion, but baſe trade. 


Cowards will, for thy courage, call thee bully ; 
Till all, like Thrafo's, thy acquaintance ſhun : 
Rogues call thee, for thy honeſty, a cally ;, 
Yet this is all thou haſt to live upon. 


Friend, three ſuch virtues Audley had undone : 
Be wiſe ; and, ere thou'rt in a jail, be gone: 
Of all that ſtarving crew thou ſaw'ſt to day, 
None but has kill'd his man, or writ his play. 


CCCXLIIL 
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CCCXLIII. 


0 month a lawyer, thou the next wilt be 
A grave phyſician, and the third a prieſt: 

Chuſe quickly one profeſſion of the three: 
Marry'd to her, thou yet may 'ſt court the reſt. 


Whilſt thou ſtandꝰſt doubting, Bradbury has got 
Five thouſand pounds; and Congaeft as much more; 
is made a biſhop, from a drunken ſot : 
Leap in, and ſtand not ſhiv*ring on the ſhore. 


On any one amiſs thou can'ſt not fall: | 
Thowlt end in nothing, if thou graſp'ſt at all. 


dt. — 


CCCXLIV. 


a11.5T thou fittſt drinking up thy loyalty, 
And rail'ſt at laws, thou doſt not underſtand ; 
Ador'ſt the miniſters, who know not thee ; 
$ell'& thy long freedom for a ſhort command: 


The pow'r thou aim'ſt at, if o'er thee one have, 
ln a rich coat, thou'rt but a canting ſlave. 


CCCXLV, 
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CCCXLYV, 


nod quibbleſt well, haſt craft and induſtry, 
Flatter'ſt great men, laugh'ſt at their enemies, 
Rally'ſ the abſent, art a pretty ſpy, 
Yet, for all this, in cvurt thou doſt not riſe. 


Thou'it promis'd marriage, when thy fortune's made, 
And fo thoihdar'it not thrive upon thy trade. 


* 


Thou play It thy court-game booty, I'm afraid ; f 


CCCXLVI. 


A Nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray'd ; 

The ſwain had been jilted, the nymph been be- 
They came for to try, if his oracle knew [tray'd: 
Eer a nymph that was chaſte, or a ſwain that was true. 
Apollo ſtood mute, and had like t have been pos d; 
At length he thus ſagely the queſtion diſclos'd : 

He alone may be true, in whom none Will confide ; 
And the N may be chaſte, that has never been try'd. 


2 — ID 


CCCXLVII. 


Collection of Epigrams. 
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| CCCXLVII 
Wr to thy huſband thou didſt firſt refule 

The lawful pleaſures of thy charming bed ; 


Men did his pipe, and pot, and whores accuſe ; 
On his mere lewdneſs all the fault was laid. 


Into thy houſe thou took'ſt a deep divine; 

And all thy neighbours flock'd, to hear him preach ; 
The cheated world did in thy praiſes join ; 

The wiſer ſort yet knew thy wanton reach. 


From ſunday's crowds thou didſt thy gallant chuſe ; 
And when they fail'd thee, the good doctor uſe. 


as. 


— n——— 
 CCCXLVIN. 
On a Lady ſleeping with ber Face cever d. 
do ſets the ſun, veil'd with the ſhades of night, 
To riſe with fiercer rays of native light: 
In darkneſs we his tedious abſence mourn, 


And wiſh for day ; but at his bright return, + 
Are dazled, if we look; and, if too near, we burn. 


CT ©. nn. 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCXLIX. 


Ihe Musical CONTEST. 


8⁵ ME ſay, that fignior Bononcini, 
Compar d to Handel, 's a mere ninny: 
Others aver, that to him Handel 

Is ſcarcely fit to hold a candle. 

Strange, that ſuch high diſputes ſnould be 
*Twixt taweedledum, and tweedledee ! 


CCCL. 
The Lavy's Reſolve. 
HILST thirſt of praiſe, and vain deſire of fame, 


w In ev'ry age, is ev'ry woman's aim; 
With courtſhip pleas'd ; of filly toaſters proud ; 


y_—_ 


Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd ; | 0 
On each poor fool beſtowing ſome kind glance; | k 
Each conqueſt owing to ſome looſe advance; B 


Whilſt vain coquettes affect to be purſu'd, 

And think they're virtuous, if not groſly lewd; 

Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide ; 
In part ſhe is to blame, who has been try'd ; $ 
He comes too near, that comes to be deny d. 


CCCLI: 


The GENTLEM AN's Anſwer. * 


W HILST pretty fellows think a woman's fame, 
In ev'ry ſtate, and'ev'ry age, the ſame ; 

With their own folly pleas'd, . fair they toaſt; 

And, where they leaſt are happy; ſwear they're moſt 
No dif rence making 'twixt coquet and prude; 

And ſhe that ſeems, yet is not really lewd ; r. 
Whilſt thus they think, and thus they vainly live; 
And taſte no joys, but what their fancies give; | 
Let this great maxim be my actions guide z 4 
May I ne'er hope, tho' I am ne'er deny'd ; | 
Nor think a woman won, that's willing to be tryd. $ 


— 


8 not, U friend, that thou had eve yet. 


Miſtreſs, nor wiſe, that others did not . e 


But, like a chriſtian, pardon and forget; 5 
For thy own pox will thy revenge contrive. 


— 6. 8 * 
. 888 85 * 


We cannot help thinking that this has the common fate of 
all anſwers, to be inferior to the original; but we think, as the firſt 
is good, that every thing, which has a relation to i it, ought to appear 
in publick, RI 
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A Colledtion of Epigrams. 


cccLII. 


On a dumb Boy, very beautiful, and great 
Quickneſs of Parts. Fi 


Written by a Lavvy. 


Je the boy, who, gagg'd and bound, 
1 Has been, by nature, robb'd of ſound ; 
Yet has ſhe found a gen'rous way, 
One lofs, by many gifts, to pay. 
His voice indeed ſhe cloſe conſin d; 
But bleſo d him with a ſpeaking mind: 

d ev'ry muſcle of his face 

iſcourſes with peculiar grace: 
The ladies, tattling o'er their tea, 
Might learn to charm, by copying thee. 
If filence thus can man become, 
All women-beauties ſhould be dumb. 
Then, happy boy, no more complain; 
Nor think thy loſs of fpeech a pain : 
Nature has us'd thee like good liquor ; 
And cork'd thee, but to make thee quicker. 


Vo 


 CCCLIV. 


A CollaiFion of Epigrams, 


SC AST AMS 


CCCLIV. 


Written on the Window of the Deanery-Houſe 
of St, PATRICK in Dublin. 
By Dr. Drravr. | 
N ofthis houſe ill doom'd tobe cheated? 
Sure the fates have decreed, T 
be treated. 
In the days of old Joh, if you came here to dine, 
You had chou of n of good 
wine: 
In Fexarhes's + reign, if you corae here to eat, | 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of good 
meat, 
O Fove, then how fully might all ſides be bleſt, 
Would'ſt thou but agree to this humble requeſt; _ . 
Put both deans in one ; or, if that's too much trouble, 


Inſtead of the dean, make the deanery double! 2 


* The late dean. 
+ Dr. Swift, the preſent dean. 


SINE 
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CCCLV. 


Upon the ſame Subjef. 
3s By the fame Hand. 


A Bard, on whom Phebus his ſpirit beſtow'd, 
| Reſolv'd to acknowledge the bounty he -- i, 
Found out a new method. at once of conſeſſing, 
And making the moſt of ſo mighty a bleſſing; 
© To the god he'd be grateful, but mortals he'd chouſe,. 
By making his patron preſide in his houſe 3 - - | + - + 
And-wiſely foreſaw this advantage from thence, 
That the god muſt, in honour, bear moſt of th' expence. 
So the bard he finds drink; and leaves Phæbus to treat. 
With the thoughts he inſpires, regardleſs of meat: 
Hence they that come hither, expecting to dine; 
Ae always fobb'd off with ſheer wit, and ſheer wine. 


Us To & 
* 


* 
SH FI 
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cccLvi. 5 
By BoiLE Av, on bis Picture ill. grav'd. 


HE poet Beilcau's picture here you ſee. 
What ! how ! the famous critic ! is this he ? 
How ſour his looks! no ſmiling graces dawn. 
Why, tis to ſee himſelf ſo vilely drawn. 


> CCCL.VI: 


Collection of Epigramꝰ 
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CCCLVII. 
AroLLo- and DaPrnng, | ' | 


W HEN Phoebus ſaw a rugged bark beguile 
His love, and his embraces intercept ;- 
The leaves, inſtructed by his griefs to ſmile, 
Taking freſh growth and verdure, as he wept 5* 
How can, faith he, my woes expect releaſe, 
When tears, the ſubject of my tears, increaſe ? 


His chang'd, yet ſcorn-retaining fair, he kiſt 
From the lov'd trunk plucking a little bough : _ 
And tho? the conqueſt, which he ſought, he miſt - 
With that triumphant ſpoil adorns his brow. 
Thus this diſdainful maid his aim deceives ; 
Where he expected fruit, he gathers leaves. 


__ 


CCCLVIII. 


1 HE Macedonian youth with tears deplor'd, 

The ſcanty globe ſhould ſtint his conqu ring ſwerd# © 
Xerxes in tears diſſolv'd, to think how ſoon | 
His num'rous hoſt ſhould all be dead and gone: 

The Perſian's juſter tears my praiſe employ 3 
Admire, who will, the froward Grecian boy, 


24 CCCLIX. 
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CCCLIX. 


- thy LK, Strephon, no more of what's honeſt and Juſt ; 


For friendſhip is int'reſt, and love is but luſt : 
To the purſe, and no further, the one doth extend; 
And, after enjoyment, your love's at an end: 

Then no longer maintain, what your actions deny; 


Your oft-broken vows your aſſertions bely: 


When I once ſee your words with your practice agree, 
T'll believe you the man, that you now ſeem to be. 
'That you once have deceiv'd me, I do not complain ; 
But 'tis my own fault, if you cheat me again: 

For none will the fate of that pilot deplore, 

Wha wrecks on that ſhelf, where he ſtranded before. 


. 


— ——. 


CCCLX. 
A Lover's Reflection. 


** ſhall I ſhake off cold deſpair, 
And warm Amelia's breaft ? 
Pe bold. Alas ! what lover dare, 


Who trembles to be bleſt ? 


CCCLXT 


| 


CCCLXI. 


Written at Brigadier S8“ over a Bowl of 
Punch, where JUPiTER and HEBE are 
painted on the Ceiling, 


"7 Joeve no more his Hebe boaft, 
Or quaff celeſtial wane : 

We here have many a brighter toaſt, 
And nectar more divine. 


What hag —— 
Could art or nature ſhow? .. . 

The merry thund'rer rules above, 
The brigadier below. 


— * 
— — — — 
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CECLXIL 
Epitaph on a talkative Lady. 


| pda ory ng how dare they fay, 
When life is loſt, all learning fleets away ? 
Since this glad grave holds Che, fair and young ; 
Who, where ſhe is, firſt learn d to hold her tongue. 


CCCLXI1L. 


— _ SS 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXIN. 


*. On BTOO D' ſtealing the Crown, 


W HEN daring Bleed, his rent to have regain'd, 
Upon the Engliſb diadem diſtrain'd ; 

He choſe the caſſock, furcingle, and. gown, - 

The fitteſt mark for one that robs the crown. 

But his lay pity, underneath, prevail'd ;. 

And, while he fav'd the keeper's life, | he fail'd.. 

With the prieſt's veſtment, had he but put on 


#4 Y & & F 
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CCCLXIV. 


F ol, fair creature, form'd to pleaſe, 
Forgive a wond' ring youth's deſire: 

Thoſe charms, thoſe virtues, when he ſees, 
_—— and, not admure.? 


While each the other ſtill improves, 
The faireft face, the faireſt mind; 
Not, with the proverb, he that loves, . 

* he that loves you not, is blind. 


CCCLXV. 
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cccLxv. 


ien 

True diſſenter here does lie indeed; 

He ne'er with an}, · er himſelf, agreed; * 2 
But, rather than want ſubjects to his ſpite, © 
Would, ſnake-like, turn, and his own tai! would bite: 
gometimes, tis true, he took the faſter fide'; >: 
But when he came, by ſuff ring, to be try'd, - 
The craven ſoon betray'd his fear and pride :* hs 
Thence, Seztle-bke, he to recanting fell, | 
Of all he wrote, or fancy*d to be well: (3004 OG 
Thus purg'd from: good, and thus — for evi 
He — d to Rome, and march'd off to * devil. 


— — -—- -- —— 


Kei Ad 
'CCCLXVI. 1 


Man riar, Lib: 15 Epig: 75. 


6  Pompey's aſhes Egypt's wegn ſwell :- 
His ſons in Europe, and in Ala, fell. 

What wonder, that theſe three. ſo diſtant dy d? 
So vaſt a ruin could not ſpread leſs wide. 
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CCCLXVII 
On two Twin-Siſters, who died at the ſame 


Time, and were bury'd in one Grave. 


al marble, tell to future.d#ys, 
That here two virgin; ſiſters lie; 

Whole life employ'd each tongue in praiſe, 
Whoſe death gave tears to ev'ry eye. 


In ſtature, beauty, years, and fame, 


Together as they grew, they ſhone ; 
So much alike, fo much the fame, 


That death miſtook them both for one. 


— Rd 


CCCLXVII. 


| & Roſalinda's eyes who not ſubmit, | 
4 Fall the proud victims of her conqu'ring wit 
And all, whoſe dulneſs dares her wit deſpiſe, 


_Bow to the piercing influence of her eyes. 


Thou then, who wiſheſt not her flave to be, 
Become but deaf and blind, and thou art free. 


CCCLXIX. 


— 


r 


A Collaction of Epigrams. 


CCCLXIX. 
MARTIAIL, Lb. 2. Epig. 5. 


T* walk a mile a friend to ſee, 

Thou aſk'ſt, if I diſdain: 
I walk it oft; but ſee not thee ; 
And walk it back again. 


To go a mile to ſee thee, know, 


My friend, I grudge not ought : 
But then I grudge to travel two, - 
And that, to ſee thee not. | 


©- — 1 


CCCLXX- 


On a FraTHzR in a Lady's Hair. 


T — but wer 3, 4 ſearhers 4 charm': 
Ah! who can be fafe, when a feather can harm? 
Since firft I beheld, what a life have I led! | 
All joy and content with that feather are fled. 

Fly, youth, from this beauty, whoever thou art ; 
And, waru'd by the feather, beware of the dart. 


Collection of Epigrams: 


CCCLXXI. 


Epitaph. on a Man and bis Nye. 


H- RE ſleep, whom neither life, nor love, 
Nor friendſhip's ſtricteſt tie, 
Could, in ſuch cloſe embrace, as thou. 
Thou faithful grave, ally. 


' 

| 

} 
"4q 
1 
i 
'4 
4 
4 
: 


Preſerve them, each diſſolv'd in . , | 
For bands of love divine, l 
For unions only more complete, 


Thou faithful grave, than thine. 


CCCLXXII. 


On the foregoing. - 


T. eee, man and vi 4M | 
Are marry'd only but for life ; r 
Say then, ye learned caſuiſts, whether by 

They aur den ſhould lie ret 
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CCCLXXIII. 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXII. | 
MaxTiaL, Lib. 4. Epig. 78. | 


FA invited me to ſup of late; 3 
The food was ſcanty ; but the wealth was great: \ 

Vaſt empty plates, and cups of gold, were ſerv'd ; 

My eyes were feaſted, but my guts were ſtary'd. 

Varus, I did not come to gaze, but eat: 

So take away your plates, or bring ſome meat. 


—_— — _ 


et 


CCCLXXIV. 
The MONUMENT. 


Ae in a courſe of vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain'd gold; 
Strait breathes his buſt, ſtrait are his virtues ſhown, 
Their date commencing wich the ſculptur d ſtone. 
If on his ſpecious marble we rely, 
Pity a. worth, like his, ſhould ever die ! 

If credit to his real life we give, 

Pity a wretch, like him, ſhould ever live. 


— 
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A Collectian of Epigrams. 


ccclxxv. 


From the GREEK, 


O Stygian banks, Diogenes the wiſe 

Burſts into laughter, when he Crefus ſpies ; 
And thus beſpeaks, in thread-bare cloak and old, 
The monarch famous for his gather'd gold : 

I, nothing leaving, all to Charon bear; 

Thou, Crafas, rich on earth, haſt nothing here. 


— — | 


CCCLXXVI. 
On the foregoing. 


T ne Lydian prince is blam'd for wealth alone; 
Tho' greater in his virtues, than his throne : 
The Cynic churl is prais'd, of fame ſecure ; 

Tho' void of ev'ry grace, but being poor: 

Nor wonder, whence this partial judgment ſprings 5 
Such crowds are envious, and fo few are kings. 


i. ts. 


n ge 
CCCLXXVII = © 
MARTIAL, Lib. 8. Epig. 19. 
INNA cries out, I am not worth a great ; 


And is, plague on him, what he would be thought. 
ad ch CCCLXXV11L, 
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ht. 
II. 


CCCLXXVIII. 
MARTIAL, LI. 7. Epig. 59. 


4 Caputoliax Foue, thou god, to whom 
Our Cæſar owes that bliſs he ſheds on Rome; 
While proftrate-crouds thy daily bounty tire, 

And all thy bleſſings for themſelves deſire ; 

Accuſe me not of pride, that I alone 

Put up no pray'r, that may be call'd yy 6wvp : 

For Cæſar's wants, O Fove, I ſue to thee ; 

Cæſar himſelf can grant what's fit for me. 


CCCLXXIX. 


On ſetling up Mr. Bur LER“ Monument in 
Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


W H1lsT Butler, needy wretch! was ſtill alive, 
No gen'rous patron would a dinner give: 
See him, when ftarv'd to death, and turn'd to duſt, - 
Preſented with a monumental buſt ! : 

The poet's fate is here in emblem ſhown ; 

He aſk'd for bread, and he receiv'd a ſtone. 
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CCCLXXX. 
On the ſame Occaſian. l 
32 cT to Dyden juſtly Sheffield + paid; | ; 
J 
P 


— 


r 


IX And witty Villiers t honour'd Cowley's ſhade 3 
But whence is Barber F ? that a name ſo mean 
Should, join'd with Butler, on a tomb be ſeen! 
The free-ſtone buſt far better. might proclaim, 
To future ages, humbler 4 Sertie's name: 2 
Patron and poet then-had well been pair'd ; 
The city printer, and the city bard. 


a 


LE at 
—_ — 


CCCLXXXI. ** 


Oro 
| | capricious were nature and art to poor Ne/? 
She was painting her cheeks, at the time her noſe 
| fell. a | 


— 1 — bao d 


* We think this but a bad piece of gratitude from the poets, for 
a — done to one of their fraternity; but it muſt te remember d, 
that we inſert theſe verſes rather for their wit, than their virtue. 

+ Two dukes of Buckingham, who erected monuments to thoſz 
WO poets. : 

Alderman Barber, a printer. 4 

1 Settle was the Alderman's Godfather. TE 

Compare this with NY, CXXXVII, and No. CCXLVI. 
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CCCLXXXII. + 
N'. more, O Rome, thy wrong belief defend 3+ '1>, 


No more for ſeven ſacraments contend: I 
Each wedded wretch can readily confute * 3 
Thy boaſted arguments in this diſpute ; 
For all, by ſad experience taught, proclaim, , 
Penance and matrimony are the ſame. | 


A 
— .— * 22 


CCCLXXXIII. AE 
Alluding to the foregoing; 


N or all the fhifts, that crafty Rome invents, 
Can e' er complete her tale of ſacraments ; 
For while the wedded laymen, to their coſt,, 
Find matrimony all in penance loſt ; * 
The clergy «wn, debarr'd the nuptial flame, 


Penance and orders are to them the ſame; = 


1 This is ſo bare-fac'd a piece of plagiariſm from Mr; Dees fad 
mous epigram, -N®, CLXX1. that we could have no excuſe for 
printing it, were it net for the introduction it gives to tke ſucceeding» - 


. - 


R 2 CCCLEXXTYy. 


2 
— — — — CS 
—— —— 


6 0s — ͤ——y—!b . ⁰kæEk!k ber a, 5 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXXIV. 
To EL Iz A, intending a Voyage to Sv a 1x, 


2 Spain? forbid it heav'n! oh! wiſh no more 
Jo bleſs profuſely that abounding ſhore. 

To ſouls like thine it can no pleaſure yield, 

To waſte manure on that too fertile field. 

The barren ſoil, which wants, alone ſhould ſhare 
The gen'rous influence of Eliza's care: 

Since Spain, high-treaſur'd, graſps the golden weſt ; 
Oh} let thy Iadies be by us poſſeſt. 


— 


cccLXXXV. 


On a Lock of SyLv1a's Hair, wrapt up iu 
brown Paper. 


Frans it not move thy wonder, that I ptace 
So rich a treaſure in ſo poor a caſe : 

That ſun-bleſs'd land, where the proud di'niond grows, 
All wealth at heart, a barren ferface ſhows : 

So conſcious virtue, ſatisfy'd within, 

Diſdains to wear the prize, ſhe loves to win. 


CCCLXXXVI, 


( 
8 
, 


A Callectian of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXXVI. 


Written on a Glaſs by a Gentleman, obo bor- 
row'd the Earl of CHESTERFIELD's 
Diamond-Pencil. 


A vo a miracle, inſtead of wit; | 
See two dull lines by Szanhope's pencil writ. 


—__—. 


— — 
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CCCLXXXVII. 


wirr, thro' my breaft, your thrilling kifles rove ; 
And melt, fair dear, my raviſh'd foul to love: 
So the fork'd lightning flies, and fires within ; 
When, all without, no mark of danger's ſeen. 


bai do xa: Kok comme as 


CcLXXXVIII 
The Loss. 


* a dark corner of the houſe, 

Poor Helin ſits, and ſobs, and cries 3 
She will not ſee her loving ſpouſe, 

Nor her more dear picquet allies : | 
Unleſs ſhe finds her eye-brows, | ! 


She'll ev'n weep out her eyes. 
en COCtARNAN. 
4 
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OCCCLEKKISX. 


W ux ſhould thoſe eyes, Florella, wear 
A chilling ſcorn to me ? 

Yet, ardent, gaze on one who n&er 
Yet felt a ſigh for thee ?. 


Or why, if you are not decreed 
To eaſe another's pain, 

Ain I not of my paſſion freed, 
Or you, of your diſdain ? - 


Farbear, fond youth, Flore/la ſaid : 
And. blame not me, but fate: 

You're doom'd, alas! by her betray'd 

To love, and I to hate. 


1 — g 

;'1 CECXC, ;* 
MarTI1aAL, Lib. 1. Epig. 39. , 
1 


nos kx verſes, Brauler, which thou'ſt read, are mine.; 
But as thouiſt read them wrong, they'll paſs for 
thine... ine : 


CECXCT. 
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ECCXKCE. 


On the Duke Yen rden Dine 


at Court, 1687. 


9 great griefs-ariſe,. | 


In one, two, three, four families : 


When this man fell, there roſe great ſorrow 


In Rome, Geneva, Sodom, and Gomorrah. 


— 


— 
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CCCXCII: 


To the Lady Dur R . 


UTRY, that ſoul- inſpiring fair, 
Impreves the poet's ſtory, , 
With ſpotleſs fame, and beauty rare, 


Surpaſſing Helen's glory. 


Helen, leſs fair, may boaſt her art, 
A guilty warmth to raiſe; 
Dutry refines the vanquiſh'd heart, 


To virtue's purer praiſdmGmG. 


ccexcuit. 
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A Colteftion of Epigrams 


CCCXCIL. 


W EN God almighty had his palace fram'd, 
That glorious ſhining place he heaven nam'd ; 

And when the firſt rebellious angels fell, 

He doom'd them to a certain place calF& he. 

Here's Hearn and belt, confirm'd by facred ſtory ; 

But yet I ne'er could read of purgatory ; 

That cleanſing-place, which of late years is found, 

For ſinning ſouls to flux in, till they're ſound : 

The prieſt form'd that for the good Roman race; 

Our Maker never thought of ſuch a place. 

O Rome! we'll own thee for a learn'd wiſe nation, 


To add a place, wanting in God's creation. 


_ — 


 CCCXCTV. 
CoLEMAN's Epitaph. 


1 heav'n be pleas'd, when ſinners ceaſe to ſin; 

If hell be pleas'd, when ſouls are damm'd therein; 
If earth be pleas'd, when it's rid of a knave ; 
Then all are pleas d; for Coleman's in his grave. 


CCCXCV. 


CCCXCV, 


On A Mz DAL, wheredn' two" Names wire 


inter woven. 


12 myſtic knot unites two rbyal names, 
Victorious Leætoit, and long: ſuff ring J ; 

Pious and ſtout aſſertors of the croſs, 

Whether it be by conqueſt, or by loſs: 

Their glory's equal, diff rent is their fate; 

Laurels on one, . for the other wait. 


CCCXCVI.+ 
© Os a famous Toasr. 
ELINDA has fach 4 "ao charms, 
Is heav'n to lie within her arms: 


And ſhe's ſo charitably given, 
She wiſhes all mankind in Heaven. 


thirwith Ne. XX XII. and Ne. CLXV- both w:itteti” 


by a lady, and yet the ſubject not ſo feelingly touch d as here. 
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A Calection of Epigrams: 
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CCCXCVII. 


On King W1iLLIiaM's Aclions during two 
Campaigns in FLANDERS, 


_ author ſure muſt take great pains, 
Who pretends to write his ſtory, 


In which of theſe two laſt campaigns 
He's acquir'd the greateſt glory : 


For while that he march'd on to fight, 
Like hero, nothing fearing, 

Namur was taken in his fight, 
And Mons within his hearing. 


A. — 


cccxc vil. 


ä wW Ex men have many faults ; 
Poor women have but two 
There's nothing good they ſay ; 
There's nothing good they do. 


4 


* * 


. 


nov"LT hght, if any man call Phæbe whore: 


That ſhe is thine, what can proclaim it more? 
CD. 


— 


A Colettion of Epigrams. 


On the Death of Queen Mary, and the 
Marſhal de LuxEMBURG, 


EROLD, Dutch prince, here lie th unconquer'd pair, 
Who knew your Sage in love, your ſtrength in 
war : 
Unequal match! from both no conqueſt gains; 
No trophy of your love, or war, remains. 


— 


| CDI. 
Epitaph on Tom D' Urry. 


Hd lies the ric, who, with tale and ſong, 

Did life to threeſcore years and ten prolong”: 
His tale was pleaſant, and his ſong was ſweet, | 
His heart was chearful, ——- but his thirſt was great. 
Grieve, reader, grieve, that he, too ſoon grown old, 
His ſong has ended, and his tale has told. 


2 
de dee 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDH. 


OHN Dryden enemies had three, 
Dubb'd Dick, Old Nic, and Jeremy: 
The doughty knight was forc'd to yield; 
The other two have kept the field : 
But had the poet's life been holier, 
- He'd foilPd the devil, and the Collier. 


— 


CDIII. 


In, C R. Slyle. 
3 
A1R Saſan did her wif-hede well menteine, 


F Algates aſſaulted ſore by letchours tweine. 
Now, and I read aright that auntient ſong, 
Olde were the paramours, the dame full yong. 

Had thilke ſame tale in other guiſe been tolde, 
Had they been yong, (pardie) and ſhe been olde ; 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer tryal ; 

Full merveillous, I wote, were ſwilk denyal. 


Compare this with No. CCXLVI. where the ſame thought is 
found, a little diverſity'd : but I have ſeen ſeveral copi.s of verſcs upon 
this ſubject, all furniſh'd out of the ſame piece of raillery ; which is 
fo eaſy, that I think no would- be-wit has ever miſs d it: theſe lines, 
however, have ſome merit for the antique ſty le, which is ſo well imi- 


tated iu thgm, 


- CDIV. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDITV. 


On the Succeſſes in the Reign of Queen ANN E- 


P ALL AS, deftruQtive to the Trojan line, 

Raz'd their proud walls, tho' built with hands di- 
But love's bright goddeſs, with propitious grace, [vine ; 
Preſerv'd an hero, to reſtore the race: 
So the fam'd empire, where the er flows, 
Fell by Eliza, and by Auna rote. 


4 „ — 


CDV. 


On the Counteſs of Dot MRBS TER. 


pom with the Tpoils of royal cully, 
With falſe pretence to wit and parts, 
She ſwaggers, like a batter'd bully, 
To try the temper of men's hearts. 


Tho' ſhe appears as glitt ring fine, 
As gems, and jetts, and paint can make her; 
She ne'er can win a breaſt like mine: 


The devil and ſir David take her. 


S 3 CDVI. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


Written over a BISHO e's Door, 


4 Ho a ſtrange thing to think on, 
That old Tom of Lincoln, 
Who writ for the reformation, 
Should ſo baſely ſubmit, 
Without honour, or wit, 
To be reading the declaration. 


Whoever takes order 
From this ſatan-recorder, 
And thinks to go out a'divine ;, 
Will find it a folly | 
T” expect the Ghoſt Holy; 
"Tis the devil, that enters the ſwine. 


bt 


CDVII. 


þ youth and beauty fade, my dear, 
Impart them wiſely, while you may : 


If ſtill they laſt, why ſhould you fear 


To give, what none can take away ? 


TY BW CDVIII. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDVIIL. 


EMOCRITUS, dear droll, reviſit earth ; 
And with our follies glut thy heighten'd mirth ; 
Sad Heraclitus, ſerious wretch, return 
In louder grief, our greater crimes to mourn : 
Between, you both, I unconcern'd ſtand by : 
Hurt, can I laugh ? and honeſt, need I cry ? 


A i — 


— — — _ vw 


CDIX. 


49 


ER 22 
(The beſt of folks are oft neſt croſt) 
Sad Helen thus to Fenny ſaid, 

Her careleſs, but afflicted maid : 

Put me to bed then, wretched Fane: 
Alas ! when ſhall I riſe again? 

I can behold no mortal now 

For what's an eye, without a brow ? 


2 


* 


84 CDX. 


Callectian of Epigra ms. 


CDX. 
On, LU Jame. 


Zig er jk flipp'd into fed; 
Her eye-brows on the toilet lay; 
_ the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 


For this misfortune, careleſs Jane, 
Aſſure yourſelf, was loudly rated ; 
And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouſe-trap baited. 


On little things, as ſages write, 

Depends our human joy, or ſorrow : 

If we don't catch a mouſe to night, 
Alas! no eye-brows for to morrow. * 


* Theſe two are the overflowings of the fa A 2900 one e be- 
je&t: the reader may have an opportunity o * them with | 


Ne, CxIx. and CCCLXXXVUIL all =? 


ET 


CDXT 


— 


Derr ee 


CDXI. 


On Lady Ess Ex, who was a Du ren 
Woman, 


—_— braveſt hero, and the brighteſt dame, 
From Belgia's happy clime, Britannia drew : 

One pregnant cloud, we find, does often frame 
The awful thunder, and the gentle dew. 


en 542 8 
To Mri, ANASTASIA Rosenseon 85 


W HEN Salva ſings, or plays the heroine's part, 
The ficlion's ill ſupported by her art; 
There's ſomething vulgar, thro? the rich diſguiſe, 
Betrays the mimic, and. offends the eyes: 

But when your voice is heard, and beauty ſeen, 


You ſeem a goddeſs, while you act a queen. 


CDXIIL. 


Yo 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


(CO FR RON 


CDXIII. 
The DECANTER, 


O Thou, that high thy head doſt bear, 
With round ſmooth neck, and ſingle ear, 

With well-turn'd narrow mouth, from whence 

Flow ſtreams of nobleft eloquence ; 

"Tis thou, that firſt the bard: divine, 

Sacred to Phebas, and the nine, 

That mirth and ſoft delight can'ſt move, 

Sacred to Venus, and to love: 

Vet, ſpite of all thy virtues rare, 

Thou'rt not a boon- companion fair: 

Thou'rt full of wine, when thirſty. I; _ 

And when I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 


CDXIV, 
On Mrs. Duncn. 
. Dunch, if fewer with thy charms are fir d, 
Than when by Gad/+4y's name thou waſt admir'd ; 


"Tis not, that marriage makes thee ſeem leſs fair; 
But then we hop'd, and now we mult deſpair. 


CDXV. 


A Collettion of Epigrams. 


CDXV. 
Written in 1680. 


5 rabble hates, the gentry fear, 
And wiſe men want ſupport: 
A riſing country threatens here, 
And there a ſtarving court. 


Not for the nation; but the fair, 
Our treaſury provides ; 


Bulkeh's Godolphin's only care, 
As Midalcten is Hyat's. 


Rowley, too late thou'lt underſtand, 
What now thou, ſhunn'ſt to find; 

That nothing's quiet in the land, 
Except thy careleſs mind, 


England is now, twixt thee and York, 
The fable of the frog; 

He is the fierce devouring ſtork, 
And thou the lumpiſh log. 


CDXVI, 


CDXVI. 


An EPITAPH. 


A LGERNOON Sidney fills this tomb, 
An atheiſt, by diſclaiming Rome 3 

A rebel bold, by ftriving ſtill 

To keep the laws above the will ; 

And hind'ring thoſe would pull them down, 

To leave no limits to a crown ; 

Crimes damn'd by church and government | 

O whither muſt his ſoul be ſent ? 

Of heaven it muſt needs deſpair, | 8 

If that the pope be turnkey there: 25 

And hell can ne'er it entertain; 


For there is all tyrannic reign: 


And purgatory's ſuch pretence, 

As ne'er deceiv'd a man of ſenſe. 

Where goes it then! Where't ought to go, 
Where pope and devi have nought to do. 


SN 
80 


CDXVII. 


morn Apoll@s ſtirine I pray'd, 

That I, by verſe, to fame might riſe; 5 
Read the beſt poet, Phabus ſaid, 

And place his works before your eyes. 


Beſt poet! ——— O, great Phabus, how, 
How may this pattern wit be found ? 
What age produc'd the man, whom thou 

With this high character haſt crown'd ? 


Does he among the dead refide, 
Or dwell with thoſe who now ſurvive ? 
Thus I ==—— When Phœbus quick reply'd ; 
Go, aſk if Prior's ſtill alive. 


— — 


 CDXVIII. 
On the Dutcheſs of St. Al AN“ 


He line of Yere, ſo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with luſtre in St. Aban's charms : 
Her conqu'ring eyes have made their race complete; 
They roſe in valour, and in beauty ſet. 


CDXIX. 


—— 


— — 
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A Collection of Epigrams: | 


CDXIX. 
Written in the Year 1686. 


reno: age who ever ſaw, 
When truth doth go for treaſon ; 
Ev'ry blockhead's will for law, 
And coxcomb's ſenſe for reaſon ? 


Religion's made a bawd of ſtate, 
To ſerve the pimps and panders ; 
Our liberty a priſon-grate ; 
And Jriſhmen commanders. 


O how wretched is our fate ! 
What dangers do we run ! 

We muſt. be wicked, to be great ; 

And, to be juſt, undone. 


Tis thus our ſov'reign keeps his word, 


And makes the nation great: 
To Vriſbmen he truſts the ſword, 


To jeſuits che ſtate. 
_ 


CDXX. 


4 Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXMX ' 
On a baſty ManxRriace, 


M ! *tis well ! a mighty bleſſing | 
But poor's the joy, no coin poſſeſſing? 
In antient times, when folk did wed, 

Twas to be one at board and bed: 

But hard's his caſe, who can't afford 

His charmer either bed or board. 


— 


CDXXI1. 


Dream'd, that, bury'd in my fellow clay, 

Cloſe by a common beggar's ſide I lay: 
And, as ſo mean a neighbour ſhock'd my pride, 
Thus, like a corpſe of conſequence, I cry d: 
Scoundrel, begone ; and henceforth touch me not ; 
More manners learn ; and, at a diſtance, rot. 
How! ſcoundrel ! in a haughtier tone, cry'd he; 
Proud lump of dirt, I ſcorn thy words, and thee ; 
Here all are equal; now thy cafe is mine ; 
This is my rotting-place, and that is thine. 


—B 


CDXXII. 


4 column, of Epigrams. 


CDXXI1 * 


nature meant, by want a pedant made, 

BI — re at firſt profeſs'd the whipping trade : 
Grown fond of buttocks, he would laſh ho more; 
But kindly cur'd'the' arſe, he gall'd before: 

So quack commene'd: then, fierce with pride, he ſwore, 

That tooth-ach, gripes, and corns ſhould be no more: 

In vain his drugs, as well as birch, he try'd ; 
His boys grew blockheads, and his patients dy'd: | 
Next he turn'd bard ; and mounted on a cart, 
Whoſe hideous rumbling made Apoll ſtart, 
Burleſqu'd the braveſt, wiſeft ſon of Mars, | 
In ballad rhymes, and all the pomps of farce : 
Still he chang'd callings; and at length has hit x 


On bus'neſs for his matchleſs talent fit, | 
To give us drenches for the plague of wit. 


* This, and the nine followingy were made at ſeveral times upon 
gu Richard Blackmore, and His poetry. By the multitude of ,fuci 
verſes, which we meet with, we ſhould judge, that it, was formerly 
aimoſt faſhionable to abuſe that gentleman : however, we diſclaim 
any ſuch deſign; nor ſhould theſe Ku appear here, if they had not, 
with many more, been al:tady as publick as they can be. | 


CDxxIII 


-- 


A Colton . 


CDXXII. 


A Grave phyſician, us d to write for fees, 

And fpoil no paper, but with recipes, 
Is now turn'd poet, rails againſt all wit, 
Except that little found among the great; 
As if he thought, true wit and ſenſe were tyd 
To men in place, like avarice or pride: 
But, in their praiſe, fo like a quack he talks, 
You'd ſwear, he waited for his Chriftmas-box. 
With mangled names, old ſtories he pollutes 3: 
And, to the preſent time, paſt action ſuits: 
Amaz'd we find, in ev'ry page he writes, 
Members of parliament with 4-thur”s knights. 
It is a common paſtime to write ill; 
And, doctor, with the reſt, een take thy fill: 
Thy ſatire's harmleſs; tis thy proſe, that kills, 
When thou preſerib'ſt thy potions, and thy pills. 


T CDXXIV. 


His ſatire wounds not; but his phyſick Kills. 


1 


A. Colledtion of Epigrams. 


CDXXIV. 


x T Blackmore (till, in good king Arthur's vein, 
To Fleckno's empire his juſt right maintain; 

Let him his own to common ſenſe oppoſe; 
With praiſe, and ſlander, maul both friends and foes; 
Let him great Dryden's awful name profane; 
And learned Garth with envious pride diſdain ; 
Codron's bright genius with vile puns lampoon ; 
And run a muck at all the wits in town; 
Let the quack ſcribble any thing but bills: 


— 


CDXXV. 


(non B——»'s nonſenſe to out-do you ſtrive, 
Vain to be thought the dulleſt wretch alive ; 

And ſuch inimitable ſtrains have writ, 

That the moſt famous blockheads muſk ſubmit ; 

Long may you reign ; and long, unenvy'd, live; 

And none invade your great prerogative : 

Bat, an return, your poetry give o'er ; 

And perſecute poor Job, and us, no more. 


CDXXVI. 


83 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXXVI. 


42 X—— | | 
By ſhould write, and Bl--re ſhould correct: 

Like which no other piece can e er be wrought, 

For decency of ſtyle, and life of thought; 

But that, where B — y ſhall in judgment fit, | 

To pare excreſcencies from Bl — 7e's wit. 


8 


CDXXVII 


yo_ Job loſt all the comforts of his life ; : 
And hardly fav'd a potſherd, and a wife : 

Yet Job bleſt God, and Fob again was bleſt ; 

His virtue was A and bore the teſt : 

But had heav'n's wrath pour'd out its fierceſt Nad, 

Had he been then burleſqu'd ; without denial, 0 
The patient man had yielded to that trial; 

His pious ſpouſe, with Bl— 72 on her fide, 

Mult have prevail'd ; and Fob had curs'd, and.dy'd.. . 


82 


T 2 cDxxvIII. 


4 Calles ion of Epigrams. 


CDXXVIII. 


x bid thee not give o'er the killing trade: 
Whilſt fees come. in, tis fruitleſs to difluade : 

Religion i is a trick, you've praftis'd long, 
Te bring in pence, and gull the gaping throng : 
But all thy patients now perceive thy aim ; 
They find thy morals, and thy ſkill, the fame : 
Then, if thou would'ſt thy ignorance redreſs, 
Pr'ythee, mind phyſick more, and rhyming leſs. 


———— 


 EDXXIX. 


Charge thee, knight, in great Apollo's name, 
If thou'rt not dead to all reproof and fhame, 
Either thy rhy mes, or clyſters, to diſclaim : 
Both are too much, one feeble brain to rack ; 
Beſides, the bard will ſoon undo the quack: 
Such ſhoals of readers thy damn'd fuſtian kills, 
Thou' lt ſcarce leave one alive, to take thy pills. 


2 


— — 


cDxxx. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXXX. 


1 preacher, Maurus, cries, Al wit is vain; 
Unleſs *tis like his godlineſs, for gain : 

Of moſt vain things he may the folly own; 

But wit's a vanity, he has not known, 


CDXXXI. 
i wit (as we are told) be a diſeaſe, 
And if phyſicians cure by contraries, 


Bl re alone the healing ſecret knows; 
'Tis from his pen the grand elixir flows. 


CDXXXII. 1 8. * 
On the Lady HAR RIOT GopoLPHin, 


O DOLPHIN 's eaſy, and unpractis'd air, 
Gains without art, and governs without care: 

Her conqu' ring race with various fate ſurprize; 
Who *ſcape their arms, are captives to her eyes. 


CDXXXIII. 


— 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXXXIII. 
The Robber robb'd. 


A Certain prieſt had hoarded up 

A maſs of ſecret gold; | 
And, where he might beſtow it ſafe, 
He knew not to be bold. 


At laſt it came into his thought, 
To lock it in a cheſt, | 

Within the chancel ; and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus ef. 


A merry grig, whoſe greedy mind 
Did long for ſuch a prey, 
ReſpeCting not the ſacred words, 


That on the caſket lay, 


Took out the gold ; and blotting out 
The prieſt's inſcript thereon, 
Wrote, ResURRExXIT, non eft hic; 


Your god is roſe, and gone. 


$25: 
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CDXXXIV 


IV 
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Nee 


CDXXXIV. 


Inſcription for a Fountain, adorn'd with 
ANNE's and the late Duke of MARL Bo- 
ROUGH's Images, and the chief Rivers of 
the World round the Work, 


Y x active ſtreams, where-e'er your waters flow, 
Let diſtant climes, and fartheſt nations know, 


What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 


How Ax xx commanded, and howMa x 13's o' fought. 


- — 


CDXXXV. 


nz x HVael s daughters mourn'd their paſt offences, 
They dealt in fackcloth, and turn'd cinder- 
wenches : p 
The Richmond fair ones ne'er will fpoil their locks ; 
They uſe white powder, and wear holland ſmocks. 
O beauteous church ! where females think clean linnen 
As decent to repent in, as to fin in, 


85 
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CDXXXVL. 


A Colleftion of Epigrams 


CDXXXVL 


The Emperor ADRIAN“ Verſes, to Ms Soul, 
imitated. 


P*** little, pretty, Autt'ring thing, 
Muſt we no longer hve together ? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling wing, 
To take thy flight, the Lord knows whither ? 


Thy hum'rous vein, thy pleaſing folly, 
Lies all neglected, all forgot; 
And, penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, 
Thou dread'ſt, and hop'ſt, thou know'ſt not what. 


- 


cpxxxvn. 


A Tzu Ma 1D. 
45 dot 
N o, no, for 2 virginity, 
When I loſe that, ſays Rofe, I'll die. 
Behind the elms, laſt night, cry'd Dick, 
Roſe, were you not extremely ſick ? 


CDXXXVII. 


— 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXXXVIII. 


To's Lady deſcended from the Saxon King 
of this and. os, 


HAT pow'rfulname, r e 
From what high ſpring your blood's rich curreht 
With needleſs awe, reminds us of your race, [flows, 


Since heav'n has ſtamp'd dominion on your face: 4 
Still, in your ſov'reign form, diſtinQly live ys. 
All royal rights, your father-kings eould give: * 

In your commanding air, we mark their ſtatee 
In your ſweet words, their wiſdom, and their weight: 
Warm, in your gen'rous breaſt, their courage liess 
And all their pow'r, and mercy, Der { zu 


I. 


—— — 


ra 


On à certain Po ET. 


2 verſes are eternal, rd 101 
For he that reads them, reads them fo ns 2.14. 


IL, 1 · cx. 


Calectian Epigrams. 


CDXL. 
On the Dutcheſs of PorTSMOUTH? 5 Pitture. 
W HO can on chis picture look, 


20 And nat ſtrait be. wonder- ſtruckx? 

That ſych a ſneaking don dy thing 

Should make a beggar of a king: 

Three happy nations turn to tears, 

And all their former love to fears ; 

Ruin the great, and raiſe the ſmall; | 

Vet will, by turns, betray them all; 

Lowly born, and meanly bed ; 

Vet of this nation is the head 5 

For half #þitchal/ make her their court, | 

FTho' Yother half make her their ſport ; . 
Monmouth's tamer, 7 Mieſs advance, : 
Foe to England, ſpy to France; 1 
Falſe, and fooliſh, proud, and bold, I 
Ugly, as you ſee, and old; 
In a word, her mighty grace 
e jeg? but her face. 


2995 
E 


22 


On the Lord Chanceler K1nc's Motto, La- 
bor ipſe Voluptas. 


oY not the ſplendor of the place, 

The gilded coach, the purſe, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ſtate, ö | 
With crouds, which at the levee wait, x 
That make you happy, make you great: 5 
But, when mankind you ſtrive to bleſs, 

With all the talents you poſſeſs; 

When all the joys you can receive, 

Flow from the benefits you give; 

This takes the heart, this conquers ſpite, 

And makes the heavy burden light : 6 

True pleaſure, rightly underſtood, . 
Is only labour ts do good. | _ 8 


CDXLII. 


{jy ign'rance makes devout, if right the notion, 
Troth, Rufus, thou'rt a man of great devotion. 


—_— 
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CDXLIN. 
On a Lady's kving at Pa 118. 


W 111 sr haughty Gallia's dames, that ſpread 
O'er their pale cheeks an artful red, 
Beheld this beauteous ſtranger there, 

In native charms, divinely fair, 

Confufion in their looks they ſhow'd ; 

Arid, with unborrow'd blufhes, glow'd. 


— — F 2 — 


— — *- 


CDXLIV. 
EpIT AH on @ young Gentleman. 


Oi gentle blood, his parents only treaſure, 

Their laſting ſorrow, and their vaniſh'd pleaſure; | 
Adorn'd with features, - virtues, wit, and grace ; 

A large proviſion for ſo ſhort a race 

More mod' rate gifts might have prolong'd his date, 
Too early fitted for a better ſtate : 

But knowing heav'n his home, to ſhun delay, 
He'leap'd o'er age, and took the ſhorteſt way. 


CDXLV. 


meter for. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


-CDXLY. 


xe, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes ! 
And now tne ſun begins to riſe! 
Leſs glorious is the morn, that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes, 


With light united, day they give; 
But diffrent fates, ere night, fulfil : 

How many, by his warmth, will live ! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 


— 


CDXLVI. * 


The 1. vy's Offering of her — Gl to © 


V ENUSs. 


F take my votive glaſs; "> he 
Since I am not what I was, 

What, from this day, E 

Venus, let me never ſee. 


This i an excellent tranſition of that epigram in Avfoniur, in 


| which Lats is ſuppos'd to offer her mirror to Venus: we can't but 


obſerve, that our poet has as copiouſly done, in four ſhort verſes, 
whe the Levis hes taken the fans avenber o hezuccaner and pants 


| \Þ a. 


U 3 CDXLVIL. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 
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CDXLVI. 
Written in a Lady's MIL TON. 


8¹ E here, how bright the firſt- born virgin ſhone, 
And how the firlt fond lover was undone: 

Such charming words our beauteous mother ſpoke, 

As Milton wrote ; and, ſuch as yours, her look 3 1 
Yours, the beſt copy of th' orig nal face, 

Whoſe beauty was to furniſh all the race: 

Such charms no author could eſcape, but he ; 

There's no way to be ſafe, but not to ſee, 


—— . ©. - — 
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edxLvW. 

Fenn i wok it, 85 ga” 
Six hearts has bound in thrall : 

As yet, ſhe undetermin'd lies, 42 — HA 

Warren. | . 2-016 
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Wretched, and only wretched he, t Din 39] any 
To whom that fate ſhall fall ! 

For, if her heart aright I ſee, 

© Sky intends to pleaſe them all. 


1 
4 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXLIX. 


Terre * val 
To which I cry, Oh that I could not hear! 

I love her flill : peace then, thou babler Fame; 
And let me reſt, contented, AY OG. 
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CDL. 
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Marriage a dirty Journey. 


T* morning roſe, bright as a blooming bride, 
 Flaſt's wih enjoyment from her lover fide © 


So warm for winter, and ſo like the ſpring, 
I thought to hear, the fooliſh cuckoq ſing: 
But ſee, how ſoot! the blefling turn'l a curſe! | 
The weather, and the ways, S 
The clouds look fullen in the faithleſs Ries 
And winds, like jealouſy, in mutmurs riſe?: 
It. thunder d in my ears, and lighten d im my eyes; 
Sometimes a flatt ring minute i: WH ov 
But laſted but a very little While. 4 0 
————— a manylI lifes; 
But ſuch the dirty journey with a wife. 
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Too hang himſelf up in a parallel line: 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDLI. 


On the Tranſlation of SUuxzTOXIUS by Dr. 


PrnilLeMon HoLLanp, who Bad tranſ- 
lated ſeveral Authors, 


HILE MON with tranflations ſo doth fill us, 
He will not let Suetonius be tranguillus. 


P 


CDLII, 


On. Dr. SACHEVERELL' Mathematical 
** Blunder. 


(Written in 1711.) 
Oh, bow it would pleaſe the poor whining fanaticks, 


+ Creech ſwang away in a fandify'd twine, 
So I would adviſe this rev'rend divine, 
To ſee high - church built upon ſuch mathematicks ! 


Then all, but my ſoul, on this lay would I venture: 


If the ſcriptures prove true, they'll meet in a centre. 


CDLIII. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDLIII. 


On Mr. CoRNELIus MARTEN, (a con- 
tented Cuckold.) 


1 leads a marry d life, 

Not with his own, but's neighbour's wife z _ 
Cornelius knows it to be thus ; 

But he's Cornelius tacitus. 


hs A 


CDLIV. 


| BELIND A fwears, by GY; ber hair i Hack: 


And who denies it, is a ſaucy Jack: my 
The leaden comb each morning makes it ſo: 
Is thea Belinda perjur'd ? I fay, no 


CDLV. 


Rrrvs on the Name of Mr. Sanprote; 


T parement of the boundleſs main, e M8 
Which numbers ſtrive to reach in vain ; | 
The ſhallow of the limpid fiream ; 

The ſhepherd's wiſh ; the poet's theme ; 
Denote the man, whoſe wit can be 

Clear, as the fiream ; deep, as the ſea. CDLVE. . 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


The Lady's W 18 H. 


1 be true, celeſtial pow'rs, 
That you have form'd me fair; 
And yet, in all my vaineſt hours, | 
My mind has been my? te E' 


Then, in return, run nr 
As you were ever kind, 

What envious time takes from my face, 
| reer my ans 


* «Of! 4 mY 


e Erir arne on a es erm 


_'T love) in Sl — 
Fe 
Paint up, and bid them read. but ſay, no more 3 
Nor ftrive in vain to count her virtues oer: 
Scarce could the ſweet amount be juſtty ſung, 
ee 


cpi vni 
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CDLVIH. * 


Y 98 Acon wants, Lunilla wants an eye; 

And either might with gods in beauty vie: 4 
Thoſe lamps, ſweet youth, which ſhine, apart, 61. 
e gras boot geo 


Oh ! let thy light adorn Lunille't brow : on 
n blind Cupid hut. 
— — — 
| bak 
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| You fly the dying; 143 8 
Parr | 


conn LE us Latin igram, z Which, 
for its beauty — — 
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kues ; 3nd is fell un 2 t pay 


3 wulli bene np mi / 
Hoe pereunte fugis : hoc fugtente peris. 
y bd DLX. 


+ 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


The FEATHER, 


* FlorimePs arms, as if quite out of breath, 
PI kiſs thee, my charmer, I'll kiſs thee to death, 

Cry'd Thyrfis, in raptures — but ſoon, on her breaſt, 
He ſunk down his head, and compos'd him to reſt. 
Not long had they lain thus, unactive, together, 
Ere the wanton pluek'd forth from the bolſter a feather; 
And graſping him hard, till he open'd his eyes, 
In a tone of derifion, the witty one cries ———— 
To prevent being kill'd in the manner you ſaid, -+ 
Ine, 7 b bees Atem off your head. 


* 
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x 
MARTIAI, Lib. 2, Epig 20. 


l fo fond of the name of a poet is grown, 
With gold he buys verſes, and calls em his own: 
Go on, maſter Paul, nor mind what the world fays ; 
They are ſurely his own, for which a man pays. 
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XI CDLXII. 


8 
i 


*. 


A Colaſtion of Epigrams. 


CDLXII. 
From the FRENCH of A Mavxazp.* 


„ 8er of a life, poſſeſs'd in vain, 
I ſoon ſhall wait upon the. ghoſt 
Of our late monarch ; in whoſe reign, 
None, who had merit, miſs'd a poſt. 


Then will I charm him with your name, 
And all your glorious wonders done ; 

The pow'r of France — the Spaniards ſhame 
The riſing honours of his ſon. 


Grateful, the royal ſhade will ſmile ; | 

And dwell, delighted, on your name z 
Sweetly appeas'd, his griefs beguile ; 

And drown old loſſes in new fame. 


But when he aſks me, in what poſt _ 
I did your wiſh'd commands obey, 


And how I ſhar'd your favour moſt ; 
—— — What would you pleaſe to have me ſay ? 


* The original, of which this is a good imitation, but not ſtrict- 
| y a tranſlation, paſl-s for the fineſt little piece of po. try in the Frengh 
| language; tho the criticks think it rather too long for an epigram 3 
I. it was addreſs' d to cardinal Richelies; who, upon reading the laſt 
line, anſwer'd very ſmartly, — Nothing, — So that it appears, 

the greateſt of patrens are not always engag'd by mere merit. 


CDLXIII. 


4 Colectio of Epigrams. 


CDLXIII. 
70 CAN: From MART. Lib. 1. Epig. 3. 


W. doſt thou come, great cenſor of the age, 
To ſee che looſe, diverſions of the ſtage? 1 


With awful countenance, and browiſevere, 
What, in the name of goodneſs, doſt thou here ? 
See the mix'd croud, how giddy, lewd, and vain! 
Doſt thou come in, but to go out again? 


OY 


be 4% 
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CDLXIV. 


On the fortunate and auſpicious Reigns. of 
9. ELIZABETH and Q. ANNE, 


— 
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Gy K E heav'n's unerring voice decreed of old, 
The faireſt ſex ſhould Europe's balance hold: 
As great £liza's forces humbled Spaun; 

So France now ſtoops to Ame's ſuperior reign :' + 
Thus, tho' proud Jove with thunder fills the ſky, 
Yet, in Aftrea's bands, the fatal ſcale does lie. 


* 
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CDLXYV. 


CDLXV. 


Ere1TAPH on 4 Gentleman, who retir'd late 
from the World. 


Corr curious readers wiſh to know, 
Whoſe duſt their feet are preſſing, 

Similis, fam'd in war, lies low, Fug 
His country's boaſt and bleſſing. 


3 


Long did he toil, and graſp, and ſtrive z 1 
Yet loſt his time, he fears: 

For, tho till ſev'nty- ſix alive, 
He liv'd but ſev'n ſhort years. 


— 


CDLXVI. 
Optimum quod evenit. 


BY hidden ſprings man's ſmalleſt actions move, 
Wound up by an unerring hand above : 
Why fay you then, that this or that's amiſs, 
Since nothing could be better, than what it? 


CDLXVII. 


A Coletion of Epigrams: 


CDLXVIL 


On 4 Fan, in which was painted the Story of 
CEPHALUS and PROCR1S, with this 


Motto: Av Wy — 


ome: gentle air, th" Eolian ſhepherd ſaid ; 
While Procris panted in the facred ſhade : 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries ; 
While, at her feet, her ſwain expiring lies : 
Lo! the glad gales o'er all her beauties ftray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play : 
In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found; 
Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound : 
Both gifts deſtructive to the givers prove; 
Alike both lovers fall, by thoſe they love: 
Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives: | 
At random wounds, nor knows the wounds ſhe gives: 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes ; 
And pities Precris, while her lover dies. 


CDLXVIII. 


4 Colelfion of Epigrams. 


Cplxvin. 
On Pope Iulius II. FromBUCHANAN. 


ny father Genoeſe, thy mother Greek, 

Born on the ſeas ; who truth in ches would ſeek ? 
Falſe Greece, Liguria's falſe, and falſe the ſea ; | 
Falſe all : and all their falſhoods are in thee. 


CDLXIX. 
| Woman's REe$SOLUTION. 


O* ! cry'd ÆAſenia, long in wedlock bleſt, 
Her head reclining on her huſband's breaſt; 
6 3 divide thee from thy doating wiſe, 
* What comfort could be found in widow'd life ? 
ws « Hou the ought ſhakes me! — heav's my Strephin 
Or give the loſt Arſenia half his grave.” {ave 
Jeve heard the lovely mourner, and approy'd ; 
And ſhould not wives, like this, (faid he) be low d? 
* Take the ſoft ſorrow'r at her word; and try, 
How deeply rooted woman's vows can lie. 
"Twas ſaid, and done — the tender Strephon dy d; 
Arſenia two long months — t' out- live him try d; 
But in the third — alas! — became a bride, x 


X | CDLXX. 


What is THOVOAHT? 


1 | 

The fire, that warms the poet's brain 

The lover's heaven, or his hell ; „ rr $ 
The mad man's ſport ; the wiſe man's pain. 


CDLXXI. 
On ORrPHevs. 


© longer, Orphezs, ſhall thy ſacred firaimns - 
Lead ftones, and trees, and beaſts along the plains; 
No longer ſeoth the boiſt'rous wind to ſleep, 
Or till the billows of the raging deep: 
For thou art gone : the muſes mourn'd thy fall 
In ſolemn ſtrains; thy mother moſt of all. 
Ye mortals, idly for your ſons ye moan ;. 
If thus a goddeſs could not ſave her own. 


ALE 


WAL 
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CDLXXII. 


On EUR IPI DES. 


1V1x & Euripides, this tomb we ſee | 1 
So fair, is not a monument for thee, ' 
So much as thou for it; ſince all will own, 
Thy name, and laſting praiſe, adorns the ſtone, 


FI" * * r * 


CDLXX WW. 


On SOPHOCLES. 


ru p, gentle ever-green, to form a ſhade 
Around the tomb, where Sophocles is laid: 
Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs ; and inter-twine 

With bluſhing roſes, and the cluſt'ring vine: | 
Thus will thy laſting leaves, with beauties hung, 

Prove grateful emblems of the lays he ſung ; * 

Whoſe ſoul, exalted like a god of wit, 

Among the muſes, and the graces, writ. 


8 
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x 2 CDLXXIV. 


I Calau, of Epigrams. 


-CDLXXIV. 


Ox HOMER. 


8 in our ears Audromache complains; 

And ſtill in fight the fate of Troy remains; 

Still Hax fights ; ſtil Hectar s d along: 

Such ſtrange inchantment dwells in Homer's ſong ! 
Whoſe birth could more than one poor realm adorn ; 
For all the world is proud, that he was born. 


— 
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CDLXXV, 


On ANACREON. 
an Anacreon ; all around, 
Let ivy wreath, let flowrets deck the ground ; 
And, from its earth, enrich'd with ſuch a prize, 
Let wells of milk, and fireams of wine ariſe : 
So will thine aſhes yet a pleaſure know, 
It any pleaſure reach the ſhades below. 


56. 
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4 es woos as Gan aA 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CDLXXVI. 


On MEZNAND ER. 


* very bees, o ſweet Menander, hung, 

To taſte the muſes ſpring upon thy tongue ; 
The very graces made the ſcenes you writ 

Their happy point of fine expreſſion hit : 

Thus ſtill you live, you make your Athens ſhine, 
And raiſe its glory to the ſkies in thine, * 


— 


CDLXXVIL 


nE one good line did much my wonder raiſe, 
In B's works, I ſtood reſolv'd to praiſe ; 
And had ; but that the modeſt author cries, 


Praiſe, undeſerw/d, is ſatire in diſguiſe. 


— 
9 


1 


Neither this, nor the five preceding epitaphs are inſerted here, 
as exactly conformable to the modern : but, as they are all 
pretty · juſtly tranſtated from the Greet, may give us a hint of the no- 
tion the antients conceiv'd of this ſpecies of poetry; which, in its 
infancy, did not conſiſt, as now, nor depend upon point and turn; 
but contain'd one fingle thought, properly and conciſely exprefs'd, 
without any regard to what we at preſent call the ting of an epigram. 


CDLXXVII. 


A Colleftion of Epigrams 


CDLXXVIII. 
On HoM ER. 


WAA neue Fryjer wor, | 
And wiſe Le acts, o Jeve, make known; 
For ſince tis certain, thine thoſe poems are, 

No more let Homer boaſt they are his own. 
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CDLXXIX. 


The Ros x. 
For the TexTH of Jun. 


F Ix roſe, to thee all other flowers muſt yield, 
That paint the garden, or adorn the field ; 
Whether, with ruddy blaze, you give delight, 
Or elſe, diffuſe, in milder beams of white, 
Or party-colour'd dreſs, you charm the ſight : 
How beautiful in all you {ill appear, 
Pride of the ſummer, glory of the year 
Can you, ſweet flow'r, a baneful influence ſhed ? 
And rage, and diſcord, thro” the nation ſpread ? 
No, ſure! from you our miſchief never flows; 
Not from the red, nor white, but. the black roſe. 
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CDLXXX. 


To Mr. DRYDEN, on his Apoſtaſj. 
\RAITOR to God, and rebel to thy pen, 


Prieſt-ridden poet, perjur d ſon of Ber, 
If ever thou prev ſt honeſt, then the nation 


May modeſtly believe tranſubſtantiation. 


— 


CDLXXXI. 
Ou] MARIN PD 4's Toilet. 


H vulgar beauties take their pow'rful arms, 
And from their toilets borrow all their charms : 
But bright Marinda, with a kinder care, 

Rebates her ſharper-pointed glances here ; 

With our weak. fight in pity ſhe complies; | 
And with our faſhions veils the glories of her eyes. 
The angels thus deſcending from above, 
To viſit men with meſſages of love, 

Such ſhape aſſum'd, our bleſſing to complete, 

And make the favour kind, as it was great ; 

Thro* mortal veſtments ſhone th* angelic air; 

And tho in human form, they ſeem'd moſt heav'nly fair. 


cDLXXXII. 


A Coleftion of Epigrarts. 


* 
j bs — " 1 
* — 


CDLXXXII. 


Occafion'd by the News that Sir R— B1='; 
Paraphraſe upon Jos was in the Preſs, 


W H2N Jeb contending with the dev'l I ſaw; 
It did my wonder, but not pity, draw : 
For I concluded, that, without ſome trick, 
A faint, at any time, could match O/ Nic. 


Next came a fiercer fiend upon his back, 
I mean, his ſpouſe, ſtunning him with her clack : 
But ftill I could not pity him, as knowing 
A crab-tree cudgel ſoon would ſend her going. 


But when the quack engag'd with Fob I ſpy'd, 

The Lord have mercy on poor Job, I cry'd: 

What ſpouſe and Satan did attempt in vain, 

The quack will compaſs with his mand ring pen, 5 
And on a dunghil leave poor Jeb again: 
With impious doggrel he'll pollute his theme; 

And make the ſaint, againſt his will, blaſpheme, * 


Here follow nine epigrams more upon the ſame ſubject with 
Ne. CDXXII. Sc. whick are all we can publiſh, tho' ſeveral more 
are to be found, | 


CDLXXXII. 


ny 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CDLXXXIII. 
o, X Ax r Ru, partly writ in the Doctors 


Coach, partly in a Coffee- Houſe, 


zr the malicious criticks ſnarl and rail; 
Arthur immortal is, and muſt prevail: 

In vain they ftrive to wound him with their tongue; 
The lifeleſs ftus can receive no wrong. 
As rattling coach once thunder d thro' the mire, 
Out dropp'd abortive Arthur from his ſire: 
Well may he then both time and death defy ; 
For what was never born, can never die. 


CDLXXXIV. 
uE Britiſb Arthur, as hiſtorians tell, 
Deriv'd his birth from Merliu's magic ſpell ; 
When Uter, taking the wrong'd huſband's ſhape, 


On fair Jgerne did commit a rape. 
But modern Arthur, of the cheapſide-line, 
May juſtly boaſt his parentage divine: 
k Wearing thy phyz, and in thy habit dreſt, 
12 god of dulneſs his lewd dam compreſt. 


. * CDLYXXV. 


1 


CDLXXXV. 


Zo the Author of the Sar E againſt WIr, 
concealing his Name, 


E that in Arthur's traſh has penance done, 
Need not be told, who writ this vile lampoon : 
In both, the ſame eternal dulneſs ſhines, 
Inſpires the thoughts, and animates the lines : 
In both the ſame lewd flattery we find, 
The praiſe defaming, and the fatire kind: 
Alike the numbers, faſhion, and deſign ; 
No *chequer tallies could more nicely join : 
'Thy fooliſh muſe puts on her maſk too late ; 
We know the ſtrumpet by her voice and gate. 


—— Ce. Sr, 
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CDLXXXVI. 


To the ſame, upon bis Talent of praiſing and 
railing, 
ux is the only muſe on Britiſb ground, 
Whole ſatire tickles, and whoſe praiſes wound: 


Sure Hebrew firſt was taught her by her nurſe, 
Where the ſame word is us'd to bleſs and curſe. 


CDLXXXVII. 


CO II 
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CDLXXXVIL 


On ling 4 Pipe lighted in a Coſſee-honſe with 
Leaf of King AR THU R. 


2 coffee - houſe begot, the ſhort · liv d brat, 

By inſtinct, thither haſtes to meet his fate: 

The phoenix to Arabia thus returns ; 

And in the grove, that gave her birth, ſhe burns : 

Thus wand' ring Scot, when thro? the world he's paſt, 4 
Reviſits antient Tevees, with pious haſte, 

And on paternal mountains dies at laſt. 5 


— 


CDLXXXVIIIL 


W nEn, fir'd by glory, Philip's godlike fon, 
The Per/ian empire, like a ſtorm, o'er-run, 
A worthleſs ſcribbler, Cherilus by name, 6 

In pompous doggrel ſoil'd the hero's fame; 
The Grecian prince, to merit ever juſt, y 
For monarchs did not then reward on truſt) 
Read o'er his rhymes ; and, to chaſtize ſuch traſh, 
Gave him, for each offending line, a laſh. 

Thus bard went off, with many drubs requited ; 

That's, in plain Fxgliſß, Cherilus was knighted. 

| Y 2 CDLXXXIX. 


4 ColleFion of Epigrams. 


| Mt. 


CDLXXXIX, 8 
To the Au THOR of the SATIRE again 
 # > it 


ous ſcribhling fops ſo little value fame, 

They ſometimes hit, becauſe they never aim: 
But thou for erring haſt a certain rule ; 

And aiming, art inviolably dull : 

Thy muddy ſtream no lucid drop ſupplies ; 

But puns, like bubbles, on the ſurface riſe : 

All that for wit you could, you've kindly done; 
You cannot write, but can be writ upon: 

And a like fate does either fide befit, 

Immortal dulneſs, or immortal wit; 

In juſt extremes an equal merit lies ; 

And Boyle and Garth with thee muſt ſhare the prize; C 
Since thou can'ſt ſink, as much as » they can riſe, 


mm þ| 


CDXC. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


CDXG 


To. the merry POETASTER, at SADLERS' 
HALL, in CHEAPSIDE.. 


12 11. oy pedant, let thy awkward muſe 
With cenſures praiſe, with flatteries abuſe; 
To laſh, and not be felt, in thee 's an art; 
Thou ne'er mad'ſt any, but thy ſchool - boys, ſmart :- 
Then be advis'd, and ſeribble not again; 
Thou'rt faſhion'd for a flail, and not a pen: 

If B———$ immortal wit thou would'ſt decry, 
Pretend tis he that writ thy poetry :- 

Thy feeble ſatire ne'er can do him wrong: 

Thy poems, and thy patients, live not long. 


CDXCI. 
From the GRE ER. 
wo goddeſſes now mult Cyprus adore 3 


The muſes are ten, the graces are four: 
Stella's wit is ſo charming, ſo ſweet her fair face, 
She ſhines a new Venus, a muſe, and a grace. 


* 3 cx. 


4 Collettimn of Epigrams. 
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CDXCII. 
On LO x. 


ov is an idle, lazy pain, 
Yet troubleſome, an tireſome 106 
It ſprings from a lethargic brain, 
Th'effeft of nothing elſe to du. 
Dias by it was not annoy d, 
Whilſt ſhe was building of her towns 
Her buſy thoughts were all employ'd, 
How ts ſecure, and guard her own 
But, foon as e er her work was done, 
She, ſighting credit and renown, . 0 
Submitted to the yawning paſſion, 2 
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©, EDX 
c Written in a Lady's Prayer- Book. 


11 % you, bright angel, heaw'n alone purſue, 
Our thoughts are fix d on equal * 

But why ſuch beauty, and ſuch rigor join'd? 
Ne'er for a cloiſter was that face defign'd ; 

To bleſs, and not to curſe mankind, *twas giv'n: 
Then ſmile, and anſwer the defigns of heav'n. 

CDXCTV. 


On Mimic, the Afor, 


8¹ Ly-LovE does Mimic's breaſt inſpire, 
© It ſeems, with reaſon good; 
For, did he not himſelf admire, 

No other mortal wou'd. 


The town damns Mimic's acting: why ? 

Well has he play'd his part, 

To gain fo good a ſalary, 
Without the leaſt deſert, 


E 


— 


CDXCV. 


PrRoMETHEvusS and Va ux. 


aon heav'n and hell, for diff rent ends defign'd, 
F This to deſtroy, that to create mankind, = 
Theſe two bold thieves in ſtealing fire combin d. 
Thee, O Prometheus, while the bird does tear, 
For Vaux, great Fove, ſome other pain prepare: 
The ſtarving vultur cannot here be fed : 
Where are his bowels, who nd mercy had ? 
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4 Collction of Epigrams. 


SOCCER 3X DDR 
 CDXCVI. 


To Sir GopeREY KNELLER, on his paint. 
ing the Author's ſcornful Miſtreſ,, 


: 8 to the life you paint, that ev'n you make 
The painted canvas ſeem to move and ſpeak ;. 

Moving the paſſions, ſpeaking to the eye, 
You make us guilty of idolatry. 
My goddeſs in your draught I may adore, 
Who ne'er in life ſat ſtill to me before: 
But oft, as I, fond lover! gaz'd, would turn. 
Het eyes away, in hatred, or in ſcorn. 
But now, whilſt I, in your fair picture, ſee, 
And gaze with tranſports on her beauties, ſſie 
Nor changes look, nor frowns; but does appear 
To look on me, ev'n whilſt I look on her. 
Here may your art th' original upbraid ; 
_- to her N A Far ve : thrown her pride i in ſhade, 
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CDXCVII. 
On CARDS. 


4 

pee» ye deluding, ſubtle, painted. foes ;* 

Back to the d——1, whence ye firſt aroſe: 
A pack of you, ſcarce worth a ſingle groat, 
Have thouſands, oft ere now, reduc'd to nought: 
Women with you do paſs looſe time away; 
You, who noi leſs inconſtant are than they: 
Ye rob mens days of bus'neſs and delights; 
Of ſweet and precious ſleep ye rob their nights: 
In ſhort, whatever game is play'd with you, 
Knaves commonly have got the molt to do. 


? 


CDXCVIII. 


MARTIAL, Lib. 12. Epig. 54. F 


T ny beard and head are of a diff rent dye; 
Short of one foot; diſtorted in an eye: 
Wich all theſe tokens of a knave complete, 
Should'ſ chou be honeſt, thou'rt a dev'liſh cheat. 


A Coleition of Epigrams. 


_CDXCITXx: 
On Mr. Drxvypen's wanting an Epitaph, 


12 thou, great genius! here in earth art thrown, 
With no inſcription on the ſacred ſtone, 

Is not thy brother-poets fault, but ſhame 

Since, unenjoying thy celeſtial flame, 

They knew not how to propagate thy fame: 

Thyſelf alone could thy own glory raiſe ; 2 
Thy verſe alone record thy verſe's praiſe : 

So thy own thoughts ſhould thy own lines refine 3 
As duſt of di'monds makes the di'mond ſhine, 


D. 


From SANNAZARIUS, 


* Leabia, now, or never, pity ſhow : 

Two diffrent fates, alas! to thee I owe: 

For thee in flames I'm ſcorch'd, in tears I drown, 
At once a Niles, and an tua, grown. 

Let my tears quench my fire, O cruel dame! 

Or dry my tears up with more potent flame. 


#78 14 


TABLE 


EPIGRAMS 


ConTalned 


In this VOLUME. 
5 * mk — 
Bard, defirous of ſaving his pelf, 158 
A bard, on whom Plates his his ſpirit n 
A batchelor would have a wife, that's wiſe 295 
Accept a miracle, inſtead of wit, 386 
A certain prieſt had hoarded up, 42 
A chapel of the riding-houſe is made, | 307 
A his right, Lennilla her left eye, 223 
Advice, Coſmelia, by the wiſe is lov'd, 248 
A grave phyſician, us'd to write for fees, 423 
Ah! Le:bia, now, or never, pity ſhow, 500 
A jealous merchant, that a ſailor met, 293 
A juſtice walking o'er the frozen Thames, 299 
A lady lately, that was fully ſped, | 2279 
en. Stdney fills this tomb, 446 
All fleſh is frail, poor Aldus knows, 249 
All health to . in whoſe bright form we find, 100 
All nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 86 
All things are common among friends, thou faiſt, 209 
A luſty, old, grave, and grey-headed fire, 287 
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Among the fair, that Hyde-park circus grace, 79 
A monſter, in a courſe of vice grown old, 374 
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As Che came into the room tother day, 324 00 
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As oft, in vain, as he eſſay d to tell, 212 Ce 
A -—-, they ſay, has wit; for what? 254 Ci 
At once the ſun and Carliſie took their way, 94 2 
A true diſſenter here does lie indeed. 36; UC 
| A W:/hman, coming late into an inn, 284 Wl C0 
| BE Tag | Cl 
| TD Aker and poet ſwell thy glorious name, 61 Wl C 
| B Beauty is but a ſhort-liv'd flow'r, | 62 C 
| Before Apollo's ſhrine I pray d, 12 417 C 
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By a Ravenna vintner once betray'd, 63 
By hidden ſprings man's ſmalleſt actions move, 466 | 
By nature meant, by want a pedant made, 422 
| ADE, who had ſlain ten thouſand men, 312 ] 
| Aw Can forms, like yours, want ornaments of me C : 


ure, 
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Cenſure, and penance, excommunication, 171 
Charinus, tWas my hap of late, 138 
Chev'rill cries out, my verſes libels are, 262 
Children are fnatch'd away ſometimes, 44 
Cinna cries out, I am-not worth a groat, 377 
Clarinda, with a haughty grace, 129 
Che, a coquet in her prime, 58 
Che briſ and gay appears, 142 
Che her goſſips entertains, 48. 
Che loves only me, the vows, 26g 
Che, new-marry'd, looks at men no more, 117 
Che's the wonder of her ſex, 205. 
Cloris, the prettieſt girl about the town, 339 
Come, gentle air, th' Tolian ſhepherd ſaid, 467 
Come, Meg, be quick, and make the bed, 166 
Cornutus call'd his wife both whore and ſlut, 263 
Cornus proclaims aloud, his wife's a whore, 103 
Coſeus, thou ſay'ſt, my epigrams are long, 174 
Coſmelia's charms inſpire my lays, | 214 
Could our firſt father, at his toilſome plough, 110 
Cry'd Strephon, panting in Cæſmelia's arms, 5 
Cupid one day aſk'd his mother, ; 244 


EMOCRITUS, dear droll, reviſit earth, 408 
Diana, watchful o'er young Ammon's fate, 267 
Diaulus ſexton from phyſician is, | 229 
Dick, would you know, if J ſhould change my life, 56 


Did Celia's perſon and her mind agree, 280 
Did Plato live, that ſage, whoſe piercing mind, 318 
Divine Euripides, this tomb we ſee, 472 
Doris, a widow, paſt her prime, 235 
Dutry, that ſoul - inſpiring fair, | 392 


wm ſoft'ning charm of Clid's ſmiling ſong, 326 


Air, as the bluſhing grape, ſhe ſtands, 


Faireſt and lateſt of thy beauteous race, 96 
Fair half- blind boy, born of an half: blind mother, 222 
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Fair 
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Fair hand, that can on virgin · paper write, 


Fair marble, tell to future days, | 365 
Fair Margaret, in woful wiſe, 448 


Fair roſe, to thee all other flow'rs muſt yield, 479 
Fair Su/an did her wif-hede well menteine, 493 
Fair Ur/ly, in a merry mood, 319 
Fayftus ſtabb'd Fhra; and would you know why? 285 
Fine madam ou d. be, wherefore ſhould you fear, 228 
Flavia the leaſt and ſlighteſt toy, _ 33 
Forgive, fair creature, form'd to pleaſe, 364 
Frank carves very ill; yet will palm all the meats, 147 
From heav'n and hell, for diff rent ends defign'd, 495 
From her own native France, as old Aliſon paſt, 119 


Fye, Delia, talk no more of love, 136 


EORGE came to the crown without ftriking a 


blow, 175 

Give me a girl, (if one I needs muſt meet) 230 
Godolphin's eaſy and unpractis'd air, 432 
Go, ſaid old Lyce, ſenſeleſs lover, go, 150 


Great Bacchus, born in thunder, and in fire, 140 
Great Capitolian Fove, thou god, to whom, 378 


Great Pompey's aſhes Egypt's triumph ſwell, 366 
Guilty, becauſe I bade you late be wiſe, 130 
Guilty, be wiſe ; and tho' thou know'it the crimes, 256 
Ad ſhe but liv'd in Cleopatra's age, 133 
Hail, happy bride! for chou — truly bleſt, 24 

Half of your book is to an index grown, 225 
Helen was juſt ſlipt into bed, 410 
Hence vulgar beauties take their pow'rful arms, 481 
Hence, ye deluding, ſubtle, painted foes, 497 
Here Che lies, | 32 
Here flat on her back, but unactive at laſt, 146 


Here innocence and beauty lies, whoſe breath, 159 
Here lies honeſt Szepher, with Mary his bride, 41 
Here lies my poor wife, without bed or blanket, 277 
Here lies old Sare, worn out with care, 28 
Here lies the ric, who, with tale and ſong, - 401 

Here 
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Here lives a man, who, by relation, 
Here old Grubinol lies, * 


Here ſleep, 


TABLE. 


whom neither life, nor love, 
Here ſtand I, for whores as 
Her eye-brow-box one morning loſt, 
He that in Arthw's traſh has 


done 


# oF 


penance done, 
He, who great Jeve's artill'ry ap'd ſo well, 


Hold, Matthew Prior, by your leave 
How apt are men to lye 
How bleſt a life ! how ſhort its date ! 

How capricious were nature and art to 
How comes it, that Qzibus ſhould paſs for a wit? 


How ill the motion with the muſic ſuits ! 
How much are they deceiv'd, who vainly ſtrive, 


How old may Philir be, you aſk, 
How ſhall I ſhake off cold deſpair, 


! how dare they ſay, 
poor Ne 


How wretchet does Prometheus ſtate appear, 


[ Am unable, yonder beggar cries, 
I charge thee, knight, in great Apallo's name, 
I dream'd, that, bury'd in my fellow clay, 
If, as they tell us, man and wife, 

If beauteous Kitty boaſts a charm, 

tn but wear it, a feather's a charm, 


If C 


If death muſt come, as oft as breath departs, 


If heav'n be 
If, in his 


If, Scæva, for more friends you care, 


If the old Samian doctrine of ſpirits be true, 


'd, when finners ceaſe to fin, 
y, he hath ſo much care, 
If it be true, celeſtial pow'rs, 


If thou doſt want a horſe, thou buy'ſt a ſcore, 
If (weeping love) inquirers ſeek to know, 


If wit (as we are told) be a diſeaſe, 
If youth and beauty fade, my dear, 
I gave Calenus once a civil dun, 
I hate, and yet I love thee too, 


1 know not, whether, in Narciſſiu' glaſs, 


I know your heart cannot ſo guilty be, 


TAB L E. 
T little thought, the time would ever be, 128 
In a dark corner of the houſe, . 388 


In A#jop's tales, an honeſt wretch we find, 54 
In church, the pray*r-book, and the fan dif play'd, 105 


Fn coffee-houſe begot, the ſhort-liv'd brat, 487 
Indulgent nature to-each kind beſtows 57 
In Flrimel's arms, as if quite out of breath, 460. 
In marriage are two happy things allow'd, 176 
In ſporting mood, my Celia ſaid, 156 
In the ſmooth plane your hand ig, 226 
In vain by parallels you ſtrive, | 115 
In vain, Clarinda, night and day, 189 
In vain, old Dip/as, you'd aſperſe my fame, 215 
I offer love; but thou reſpect wilt have, 210 
Fohn Dryden enemies had three, . 402 
F owe, ſays Metius, much to Colon's care, 43 
I ſing the boy, who, gagg'd and bound, 353 
- Fulia, young, wanton, flung the gather'd ſnow, 237. 


|: ulius, whatever realm enjoys thy ghoſt, 335 


292 


| K Ind Rath Hee kiſt her huſband, with theſe words, 


Fave off thy paint, „ perfumes, and e dreſs, 


173 
Let Blackmore ſtill, in good king Arthur's vein, 424 
Let Jove no more his Hebe boaſt, - 361 
Let it not move thy wonder, that I place, 385 
Let others, brittle beauties of a year, 155 
Let Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, fit, or walk, 297 


Let the malicious criticks ſnarl and rail, 483 
Lie, - Philo; untouch'd, on my peaceable ſhelf, 169 
Light-finger'd 'Catch, to Keep his hands in ure, 264 


Love is an idle, lazy pain, | 492 
Love is begot by fancy, bred, 168 
Love is by fancy led about, 197 


| = and money a mutual friendſhip ſhew, . 81 
d! "tis well! a mighty bleiling ! 420 
Martin, 
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Martin, pox on him, that impudent devil, 193 
Mendax, tis ſaid, thou'rt ſuch a lyar grown, 77 
Merit they hate, and wit they ſhght, - 217 
la poet! why, thou'rt merry, 286 
M--- 4, tho' he muſt abſtain from meat, 21. 
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No cauſe, nor client fat, will Chew rill leeſe, 261 
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No, no, for my virginity, 437 

No pleaſures now from Nicolini's tongue, 113 

Not all the ſhifts, that crafty Rome invents, | 3383 

Now ſhame purſue my meddling fight ! 282 

OS this marble drop a tear, 165 
Ofall the pens, which my poor rhymes moleſt, 52 | 

Oft-ſpring of a tuneſul fire, | 


Of gentle blood, his parents only treaſure, , 

Of injur'd fame, and mighty wrongs receiv'd, 
Of two reliefs to eaſe a love-lick mind, 

Oh! cry'd Arſenia, long in wedlock bleſt, 

Oh ! Dunch, if fewer with thy charms are fir' d, 
Oh! ſhield me from his rage, celeſtial pow'rs, 
Oh what boſom but muſt, yield, 

O laſt and beſt of Scots / who didſt maintain, 
Old Orpheus play ' d ſo well, he mov'd Ol Nick, 
Ol via's gay, but looks 2 
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One month a lawyer, thou the next wilt be 143 
On his death-bed poor Labin lies, 135 
On 375 
247 

41 
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| 120 
ALLAS, deſtructive to the Tian line, 404 
Paula, thou fain would'ſt marry me, 93 
Faul ſo fond of the name of a poet is grown, 461 
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Tze Thracian infant, ent'ring into life, 
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The town reports the falſhood of my dear, 449 
The Trojan ſwain had judg'd the great diſpute, 206 
The very bees, O ſweet Menander, hung, 476 
The walls are thick, the ſervants thin, 320 
Th? expence in perfumes is a moſt vain ſin, 22 
Thine is the only muſe on Britiſb ground, 486 
This charming bed of flow'rs when Fra ſpy'd, 278 
This myſtic knot unites two royal names, 395 
This peaceful tomb does now contain, 82 
This tomb be thine, Aracreor ; all around, 473 
This vain thing ſet up for a man, 203 
Tho! all the world knows, 25 
Thoſe envious flakes came down in haſte, 91 
Thoſe verſes, Brauler, which thou'ſt read, are mine, 390 
Thou haſt been wanton; therefore it is meet, 334 


Thou'lt fight, if any man call Phebe whore, 399 


Thoa quibbleſt well, haſt craft and induſtry, 345 


Thou'rt ſoft to touch,. charming to hear; unſeen, 40 
Thou ſaidſt, that I alone thy heart could move, 204 


Thou ſpeakeſt always ill of me, I 

Thou ſtrutt'ſt, as if thou wert the only lord, 18 

Thou ſwear'ſt, thou'lt drink no more: kind heaven, 
ſend, 5 ; . 

Thrafo picks quarrels, when he's drunk, at night, 185 ; 

Three poets, in three diſtant ages born, = 

Thro' ſervile flatt'ry, thou doſt all commend, 184 

Thy eyes and eye brows I could ſpare, 17/4 4 

Thy father all from thee, by his laſt will, 27 

Thy father Genoe/e, thy mother Greek, 468 4 


Thy flatt'ring picture, Phryne, 's like to thee, 311 
Thy guardian, beſt Britannia! ſcorns to ſleep, 35 


Thy nags (the leaneſt things alive) 112 
Thy reliques, Roxve, to this fair ſhrine we truſt, 60 
Thy ſins and hairs may no man equal call, 188 
Thy verſes are eternal, O my friend, 439 
Tis a ſtrange tuing to think on, 406 
is not the fear of death, or ſmart, 331 
'Tis not the ſplendor of the place, 441 


To burning Rome Wen frantic Nero play dj, 19 
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% Where Drate firſt found, there laſt he loſt his fame, 232 
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To charming Celia's arms I flew, 

Ta Jobs I ow'd great obligation, 47 
To love — to live --- juſt the ſame meaning bear, 272 
To love --- to periſh --- the ſame meaning have, 273 


To me tis giv'n to die, to thee tis giv'n, 181 
To morrow you will live, you always cry, 114 
Too conſcious of her worth, a noble maid, 123 
To put out the word, whore, thou doſt me woo, 121 
To raiſe a lady's expectation high, 259 
To Roſalinda's eyes who not ſubmit, 368 


To Spain? ſorbid it heav'n ! oh! with no more, 384 
To ſtone the gods have chang'd her; but in vain, 68 
To this fad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art, draw near, 306 


To walk a mile, a friend to ſee, 369 

Traitor to God, and rebel to thy pen, 480 - 
Twas ſaid of old, the Thracian's pow'rful ſong, = 31 
*T'was well for Bernard, he was born, 72 
Two goddeſſes now muſt Cyprus adore, 491 
Nderneath this ſable hearſe, 294 
Underneath this ſtone doth lie, 13 
Unhappier age who ever ſaw, 419 
Unweildy pedant, let thy awkward muſe, 490 
Vain are the charms of white and red, 26 
Vain the concern, which you expreſs, 126 
Varus invited me to ſup of late, 373 
Venus call'd Cupid t other day, 250 


Venus, take my votive glaſs, 446 
Very nicely thou lay'it on thy colours, dear Nan, 10 
E bid thee not give o'er the killing trade, 423 
Well haſt thou drawn, fond youth, in prop' reit 


place, 219 
We men have many faults, 398 
Were men ſo dull, they could not ſee, 104 
Were there on earth another voice like thine, 84 


We're told, by one of the black robe, 313 
What a frail thing is beauty ! ſays baron e Crat, 137 
What bus'neſs, or what hope, brings thee to town, 342 


What Cri/pulus is that, in a new gown, 289 
When 


' When great men fall, great griefs ariſe, 


Wo 


= 
"a | 
» WM 
S » 


Tx , ö 

When all the blandiſhments of life are gone, . 
When Arria to her P4tus gave the ſteel, 
Whence comes it, that, in Clara's face, 
When, Che, I confeſs my pain, 

When Che's picture was to Venus ſhown, 
When Capid did his grandfire Fove intreat, 
When ng; ge his rent to-have regain'd, 
Whene'er I „I may deſery, 

When fam'd Apelles ſought to frame, 

When fam'd Yarelf this little wonder drew, 
When, fir'd by glory, Philip's godlike ſon, 
When firſt the Tathy to a mute was turn'd, 
When gammar Gurten firſt I knew, 

When God almighty had his palace fram'd, 


When J had purchas'd a freſh whore, or coat, 
When Feb contending with the dev'I I ſaw, 
When Jobn Cornutus doth. his wife reprove, 
When Fove Archimedes's ſphere ſurvey'd, 
When I revolve this evaneſcent ſtate, 

When ae firſt provok'd the living Lord, 37 
When Hrael's daughters mourn'd their paſt offences, 43 5 
When Le/6ia firſt 1 ſaw, ſa heav'nly fair, 


When Loevele/s marry'd lady Ferry, _ 
When Lupus has wrought hard all day, 14 
When Myra caſts around her conqu'ring eye, 68 
When Myra in her ſex's garb we ſee, 5 


When Nebat's fam'd ſon undertook the old cauſe, K 
When one good line did much my wonder raiſe, 477 
When Phils conſeſs'd her, the father was raſh, 8 
When Phaxbus ſaw a rugged bark beguile, 357 
When Pontius wilh'd an edict might be paſt, 241 
When Salva ſings, or plays the heroine's part, 412 
When Tadloe walks the ſtreets, the paviors cry, 170 
When the pack'd audience from their poſt retir'd, 336 
When t} 2 {eals were deliver'd to Macclesfield”s charge, 323 
When © homas calls his wife his half, 
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When thou art aſk'd to ſup abroad, I — 

When to thy huſband thou didit firſt refuſe, 347 
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While, faſter than his coſtive brain indites, 
Whilſt Butler, needy wretch ! was till alive, 
Whilit, from the tears young widows ſhed, 
Whilſt haughty Gallia's dames, that ſpread, 
- Whilſt, in his double elbow chair, 183 
Whilſt, in the dark, on thy ſoft hand I hung, 192 
Whilſt maudlin whigs deplore their Cato's fate, 99 
Whilſt pretty fellows think, a woman's fame, 351 
Whilſt ſhe pretends to make the graces known, 2838 
Whilſt thirſt of praiſe, and vain deſire of fame, 350 
Whilſt thou ſitt'ſt drinking up thy loyalty, 344 
Whilſt you are deaf to love, you may, 36 
Whilſt you, bright angel, heav'n alone purſue, 493 
Who can hide fire ? if 't be uncover'd, light, 194 
Who can on this picture look, 440 
Who firit tranſcrib'd the famous Trojan war, 478 
Who ſays, that Giles and Joan at diſcord be? 131 
Why doſt thou come, great cenſor of the age, 463 
Why do they ſay, the goddeſs Fortune's blind? 202 
Why ſhould thoſe eyes, Flerella, wear, 389 
Will, in a wilful humour, needs would weld, 201 
Wind, gentle ever-green, to form a ſhade, 73 
With the ſpouſe of Nel Hluſt, to that ſame a well - willer, 310 
With what ſtrange raptures would my foul. be bleſt, 190, 
Women are books, and men the readers be, 295 
Women to cards may be compar'd : we play, 198 
Would thou hadſt beauty leſs, or virtue. more, 238 


E active ſtreams, where; e er your waters flow, 4.34 
Yes, ev'ry poet is a fool, 300 
Ve ſons of Mars, your courage boaſt no more, 270 


* 
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Ye ſons of verſe, tranſmit to fame, | 95 
Yeu aſk, dear }7/7, what we diſdain, 221 
Young Aten wants, Lunilla wants an eye, 458 
*You oft, Corinna, aſk me, if you're fair, l 220 
Your homely face, Flipauta, you diſguiſe, 185 


Vour miſtreſs, that you follow whores, ſtill taxeth you, 145 
You ſay, you'll ſpend a thouſand pound, 80 
You, who tirit taught us in this iſle, DH 0 89 
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